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T  O 

His  Royal  Highnefs 

W  I  L  L  I  A  M, 

Duke  of  Gloucester. 

May  it  pleafe  your  Royal  Highnefs, 

WH  E  N  I  prefumed  to  folicit  the 
honour  of  laying  the  fubfequent 
trifle  at  your  Royal  Highnefs’s 
feet ;  it  was  not  without  a  thorough  con- 
fcioufnefs  of  the  little  value  of  the  offering 
I  was  going  to  make  ;  but  I  confidered, 
mean  as  it  was,  it  would  ferve  as  a  tefti- 
mony  of  my  devotion;  and  to  a  Prince 
happy  in  a  love  of  the  arts,  nothing  could 
be  unacceptable,  which  bore  the  remoteft 
analogy  to  them. 
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DEDICATION. 

i 

How  far  the  Comic  Opera,  under  proper 
regulations,  has  a  right  to  be  acknowledg¬ 
ed  for  a  junior  offspring  of  the  Drama, 
and  as  fuch  become  candidate  for  a  fhare 
of  public  encouragement,  I  fhall  not  pre¬ 
tend  to  determine ;  but  if  it  can  be  ren¬ 
dered  an  agreeable  amufement,  the  Engliih 
Theatre  has  never  fcrupled  to  adopt,  what 
was  capable  of  plealing  there ;  and  though 
as  a  work  of  genius,  it  is  by  no  means  to 
be  fe.t  in  competition  with  good  Tragedies 
and  Comedies,  it  may,  I  apprehend,  be 
permitted  as  an  occafional  relief  to  them, 
without  bringing  either  our  tafte  or  un¬ 
derhand]  r.g  into  queftion. 

I  need  not  inform  your  Royal  Highnefs, 
that  in  Fiance,  where  the  ftage  has  been 
cultivated  with  more  care,  and  fuccefs, 
than  in  any  other  country ;  this  fpecies  of 

entertainment  is  received  with  very  great 

< 

applaufe;  nor  is  it  thought  any  injury  to 
Corneille,  and  Moliere,  that  the  pieces  of 
Anfeaume  and  Favart,  meet  with  fuccefs. 


It 


DEDICATION.  ill 

It  is  true,  among  the  French,  Comic 
Operas  have  very  often  the  advantage  of 
being  extremely  well  written  ;  of  which. 
On  ne  S’avife  jamais  de  tout,  Le  Roy,  et 
le  Fermier,  and  fome  others  are  an  in- 
ftance ;  nor  would  the  belt  compofition  of 
the  greateft  matter,  make  a  very  con¬ 
temptible  poem  pafs  on  an  audience :  I 
wifh  I  could  affert  with  truth,  that  in  this 
refpedt,  we  fall  nothing  behind  our  neigh¬ 
bours,  and  that  what  I  here  prefent  to 
your  Royal  Highnefs,  might  lay  claim  to 
fome  degree  of  merit,  even  in  the  writ¬ 
ing  :  but  though  I  cannot  do  this,  permit 
me  to  fay,  I  have  attempted  to  render  it  a 
little  interefting,  and  not  wholly  undivert¬ 
ing,  as  far  as  the  mufic,  my  principal 
care,  wmuld  give  me  leave. 

But  I  humbly  beg  your  Royal  High- 
nefs’s  pardon;  in  applying  to  the  con- 
noiffeur,  I  forget  that  I  am  at  the  fame 
time  addreffing  a  Great  Prince  :  indeed, 
there  is  a  fubjedt,  on  which  I  could 
dwell  with  the  trueft  pleafure ;  but  I 

am 
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DEDICATION. 


am  too  well  inftru&ed  in  your  Royal 
Highnefs’s  character,  to  dare  to  offend 
you,  with  a  language,  which  forms  and 
cufto.m,  too  often  impofe  upon  princes,  a 
neceffity  of  hearing  ;  I  mean  their  own 
praife;  to  thofe  who  are  moft  deferving, 
ever  leaft  welcome. 

J,  therefore,  fubfcribe  myfelf. 

With  the  profoundeft  reipeft. 

May  it  pleafe  your  Royal  Highnefs, 

Your  Royal  Highnefs’s, 

Moft  obedient, 

Moft  devoted,  and 

•  i 

Moft  humble  fervant. 


A 


The  AUTHOR. 


THE 


PREFACE. 


HERE  is  fcarce  a  language  in 


_r>  Europe,  in  which  there  is  not  a 
play  taken  from  our  romance  of  Pamela ; 
in  Italian  and  French,  particularly,  feveral 
writers  of  the  firfh  eminence,  have  chofen. 
it  for  the  fubjedt  of  different  dramas. 

The  little  piece  now  ventured  into  the 
world,  owes  its  origin  to  the  fame  fource, 
not  only  the  general  fubjedt  is  drawn  from 
Pamela,  but  almoft  every  circumftance  in 
it.  The  reader  will  immediately  recolledt 
-—the  courtfhip  of  Parfon  Williams — the 
Squire’s  jealouly  and  behaviour  in  confe- 
quence  of  it,  and  the  difficulty  he  had  to 
prevail  with  himfelf  to  marry  the  girU 
notwithftanding  his  paffion  for  her — the 
miller  is  a  dole  copy  of  Goodman  An¬ 


drews 


PREFACE. 
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drews — Ralph  is  imagined,  from  the  wild 
fon  which  he  is  mentioned  to  have  had — 
Thecdofia,  from  the  young  lady  of  quality, 
with  whom  Mr.  B.  through  his  filler’s 
perfuafion,  is  faid  to  have  been  in  treaty 
before  his  marriage  with  Pamela — even 
the  gipfies,  are  borrowed  from  a  trifling 
incident  in  the  latter  part  of  the  work. 

In  profecuting  this  plan,  which  he  has 
varied  from  the  original,  as  far  as  he 
thought  convenient,  the  author  has  made 
fimplicity  his  principal  aim.  His  fcenes, 
on  account  of  the  mufic,  which  could  not 
be  perfect  without  fuch  a  mixture,  necef- 
farily  confifl  of  ferious  and  buffoon.  He 
knows  grofihefs  and  infipidity  lay  in  his 
way ;  whether  he  has  had  art  enough  to 
avoid  Humbling  upon  them,  the  candid 
Public  is  left  to  determine, 

%  '  ,  - 


This  Opera  is  entered  at  S  TATI- 
ONERS  HALL,  and  whoever 

N  «  ,  it*  f 

prefumes  to  Print  the  Songs,  or 

I 

.  any  Part  of  them,  will  be  profe- 
cuted  by  the  PROPRIETORS, 


Dramatis 


.  Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 


Lord  Aimworth, 

/  •«  *  *  •  • 

Mr.  Mattocks 

Sir  Harry  Sycamore, 

Mr.  Shuter. 

• 

Mervin, 

Mr.  Baker. 

Fairfield, 

Mr.  Gibfon. 

<3iles. 

Mr.  Beard. 

Ralph, 

Mr.  Dibdin. 

# 

W  O  M 

E  N. 

Lady  Sycamore, 

Mrs.  Pitt. 

Theodofia, 

Mifs  Hallajn. 

Patty, 

Mifs  Brent. 

Fanny, 

Mifs  Poitier. 
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Maid  of  the 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 


A  rural  profpeft?  with  a  mill  at  work.  Several  people 
employed  about  it ;  on  one  fide  a  houfe ,  Patty  reading 
in  the  window ;  on  the  other  a  barn ,  w^Fanny 
fits  mending  a  net;  Giles  appears  at  a  diftance  in  the 
mill ;  Fairfield  and Ral ph,  taking  facks  from  a 
cart . 


CHORUS. 

JfREE  from  for  row ,  free  from  frife , 
Oh  how  blef  the  miller  s  life  ! 
Chearful  working  thro 9  the  day , 

Still  he  laughs  and  fings  away. 

Nought  can  vex  him , 

Nought  perplex  him , 

While  there's  grifl  to  make  him  gay . 


DUET. 

Let  the  great  enjoy  the  blejfmgs 
By  indulgent  fortune  fent. 

What  can  wealth ,  can  grandeur  offer 
More  than  plenty  and  content. 

Fairf.  Well  done,  well  done,  ’tis  a  fure  fign  work 
goes  on  merrily  when  folks  fing  at  it.  Stop  the  mill 
there  $  and  doft  hear,  fon  Ralph  F  hoift  yon  facks  of 

R  flour 
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flour  upon  this  cart  lad,  and  drive  it  up  to  lord  Aim-* 
worth’s ;  coming  from  London  laft  night  with  ftrange 
company,  no  doubt  there  are  calls  enough  for  it  by 
this  time. 

Ral.  Ay  Feyther,  whether  or  not  ;  there’s  no  fear 
but  you’ll  find  enow  for  a  body  to  do. 

Fair f.  What  doft  mutter  ?  is’t  not  a  ftrange  plague 
that  thou  can’ft  never  go  about  any  thing  with  a  good 
will ;  murrain  take  it  what’s  come  o’er  the  boy  ?  fo 
then  thou  wilt  not  fet  a  hand  to  what  I  have  de- 
fired  thee  ? 

Ral.  Why  don’t  you  fpeak  to  Sufter  Pat  to  do 
fomething  then  ?  I  thought  when  fhe  come  home  to 
us  after  my  old  lady’s  death,  fhe  was  to  have  been  of 
fome  ufe  in  the  houfe  ;  but  inftead  of  that,  fhe  fits 
there  all  day,  reading  outlandifh  books,  drelfed  like  a 
fine  madumafel,  and  the  never  a  word  you  fays  to  fhe. 

Fairf.  Sirrah  don’t  fpeak  fo  difrefpecftfully  of  thy 
fifter ;  thou  will’t  ne’er  have  the  tyth  of  her  deferts. 

Ral.  Why  I’ll  read  and  write  with  her  for  what  fhe 
dares  ;  and  as  for  playing  on  the  hapficols,  I  thinks  her 
rich  good  mother  might  have  1  earn’d  her  fomething 
more  properer,  feeing  fhe  did  not  remember  to 
leave  her  a  legacy  at  laft. 

Fairf.  That’s  none  of  thy  bufinefs.  Sirrah. 

Ral.  A  farmer’s  wife  painting  pictures,  and  playing 
on  the  hapficols;  why,  I’ll  be  hanged  now,  for  all  as 
old  as  fire  is,  if  fhe  knows  any  more  about  milking  a 
cow,  than  I  do  of  fewing  a  petticoat. 

Fairf.  Ralph,  thou  haft  been  drinking  this  morning* 

Ral.  Well,  if  fo  be  as  I  have,  its  nothing  out  of 
your  pocket,  nor  mines  niether. 

Fairf.  Who  has  been  giving  thee  liquor,  firrah? 

Ral  Why  it  was  wind — a  gentleman  guv’d  me. 

Fairf  A  gentleman  ! 

Ral.  Yes,  a  gentleman  that’s  come  piping  hot  from 
London :  he  is  below  at  the  Cat  and  Bagpipes ;  I  cod 
he  rides  a  choice  bit  of  a  nag ;  I  dares  to  fay  fhe’d  fetch 
3s  good  as  forty  pound  at  ever  a  fair  in  all  England. 

Fairf 
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Fairf  A  figgs  end  for  what  (he’d  fetch ;  mind  thy 
bufinefs,  or  by  the  lord  Harry - 

Ral.  Why  I  won’t  do  another  hands  turn  to-day  now, 
fo  that’s  flat. 

Fairf  Thou  wilt  not — — 

Ral.  Why  no  I  won’t,  fo  what  argufies  your  putting 
yourfelf  in  a  paflion,  Feyther;  I’ve  promis’d  to  go  back 
to  the  gentleman;  and  I  don’t  know  but  what  he’s  a 
lord  too,  and  mayhap  he  may  do  more  for  me  than  you 
thinks  of. 

Fairf \  Well  fon  Ralph,  run  thy  gait;  but  remem¬ 
ber  I  tell  thee,  thou  wilt  repent  this  untowardnefs. 

Ral.  Why,  how  fhall  I  repent  it  ?  Mayhap  you’ll 
turn  me  out  of  your  fervice;  a  match;  with  all  hearts 
—I  cod  I  don’t  care  three  brafs  pins. 

;  AIR. 

If  that* s  all  you  want ,  who  the  plague  will  be  forry, 

9 Twere  better  by  half  to  dig  Jl ones  in  a  quarry ; 

For  my  fare  Pm  weary  of  what  is  got  by't : 

S'fe/h  !  here's  fuch  a  racket ,  fuch  fcoulding  and  coiling , 

You  re  never  content ,  but  when  folks  are  a  toiling , 

And  drudging  like  horfes  from  morning  'till  night. 

You  think  Pm  afraid ,  but  the  cliff  rence  to  /hew  you, 

Firjl ,  yonder s  your  J. hovel ,  your  facks  too  1  throw  you ; 
Hence  forward ,  take  care  of  your  matters  who  will; 

They  re  welcome  to  fiave  for  your  wages  that  need  'em, 

Tol  lol  derol  lol ,  1  have  purchas'd  my  freedom . 

And  never  hereafter  J, hall  work  at  the  mill . 
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SCENE  II. 

Fairfield  and  Patty. 

Fairf  Dear  heart,  dear  heart !  I  proteft  this  ungra¬ 
cious  boy  puts  me  quite  befide  myfelf.  Patty  my  dear, 
come  down  into  the  yard  a  little,  and  keep  me  com¬ 
pany - and  you  thieves,  vagabonds,  gipfies,  out  here, 

?tis  you  debauch  my  foil. 

A  I  R. 

Patty.  In  love  to  pine  and  languifh , 

Yet  know  your  pajjion  vain ; 

To  harbour  heart- felt  anguijh , 

Yet  fear  to  tell  your  pain . 

What  pow'rs  unrelenting , 

Severer  ills  inventing , 

Can  JJoarpen  pangs  like  thefe  ? 

Where  days  and  nights ,  tormenting , 

Yield  not  a  moment's  eafe . 

▼ 

Fairf.  Well  Patty,  Mafter  Goodman  my  lord’s 
fteward  has  been  with  me  juft  now,  and  I  find  we  are 
like  to  have  great  doings,  his  lordfhip  has  brought  down 
fir  Harry  Sycamore,  and  his  family ;  and  there  is  more 
company  expedled  in  a  few  days. 

Patty.  I  know  fir  Harry  very  well,  he  is  by  marriage 
a  diftant  relation  of  my  lord’s. 

Fairf.  Pray  what  fort  of  a  young  body  is  the  daugh¬ 
ter  there  ?  I  think  fhe  us’d  to  be  with  you  at  the  caftle, 
three  or  four  lummers  ago,  when  my  young  lord  was 
out  upon  his  travels. 

Patty.  Oh  very  often,  file  was  a  great  favourite  of 
my  lady’s  ;  pray  father  is  fhe  come  down  ? 

Fairf  i  Why  you  know  the  report  laft  night,  about 
my  lord’s  going  to  be  married  ;  by  what  I  can  learn 
fhe  is,  and  there  is  likely  to  be  a  nearer  relationfhip  be¬ 
tween 
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tween  the  families,  e’re  long.  It  feems,  his  lordfliip 
was  not  over  willing  for  the  match,  but  the  friends  on 
both  fides  in  London  preffed  it  fo  hard  :  then  there’s  a 
fwinging  fortune,  mailer  Goodman  tells  me,  a  matter 
of  twenty  or  thirty  thoufand  pounds  ! 

Patty.  If  it  was  a  million,  father,  it  would  not  be 
more  than  my  lord  Aimworth  deferves  3  I  fuppofe  the 
wedding  will  be  celebrated  here,  at  the  manfion-houfe  ? 

Fairf.  So  it  is  thought,  as  foon  as  things  can  be 

properly  prepared - And  now,  Patty,  if  I  could  but 

fee  thee  a  little  merry— Come,  blefs  thee,  pluck  up  thy 
fpirits — To  be  fure  thou  has  fuftained,  in  the  death  of 
thy  lady,  a  heavy  lofs  ;  {he  was  a  parent  to  thee,  nay, 
and  better,  inafmuch  as  file  took  thee  when  thou  wert 
but  a  babe,  and  gave  thee  an  education  which  thy  na¬ 
tural  parents  could  not  afford  to  do. 

Patty.  Ah  !  dear  father,  don’t  mention,  what  per¬ 
haps,  has  been  my  greateft  misfortune. 

Fairf.  Nay  then,  Patty,  what’s  become  of  all  thy 

fenfe,  that  people  talk  fo  much  about? - But  I  have 

fomething  to  fay  to  thee  which  I  would  have  thee  con¬ 
sider  feriouily. - 1  believe  I  need  not  tell  thee,  my 

child,  that  a  young  maiden,  after  {lie  is  marriageable, 
efpecially  if  {he  has  any  thing  about  her  to  draw 
people’s  notice,  is  liable  to  ill  tongues,  and  a  many 
crofs  accidents  3  fo  that  the  fooner  fhe  is  out  of  harm’s 
way  the  better. 

Patty.  Undoubtedly,  father,  there  are  people  enough 
who  watch  every  opportunity  to  gratify  their  own  ma¬ 
lice  3  but  when  a  young  wminan’s  condudt  is  un- 
blameable - - 

Fairf.  Why,  Patty,  there  may  be  fomething  in 
that  3  but  you  know  {lander  will  leave  fpots  where 
malice  finds  none  :  I  fay,  then,  a  young  woman’s  bed: 
fafeguard  is  a  good  hufband.  Now  there  is  our  neigh¬ 
bour,  farmer  Giles  3  he  is  a  fober,  honed:,  indufirious 
young  fellow,  and  one  of  the  wealthiefl  in  thefe  parts  ; 
he  is  greatly  taken  with  thee  3  and  it  is  not  the  firfc 
time  I  have  told  thee  I  fhould  be  glad  to  have  him  for 
a  fon- in-lav/. 

Patty 
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Patty.  And  I  have  told  you  as  often,  father,  I.  would 
,  fubmit  myfelf  entirely  to  your  direction  ■>  whatever  you 
think  proper  for  me,  is  fo. 

Fairf.  ,Why  that’s  fpoken  like  a  dutiful,  fenfible 
girl ;  get  thee  in,  then,  and  leave  me  to  manage  it- — 
"Perhaps  our  neighbour  Giles  is  not  a  gentleman ;  but 
what  are  the  greateft  part  of  our  country  gentlemen 
good  for  ? 

Patty.  Very  true,  father.  The  fentiments,  indeed, 
have  frequently  little  correfpondence  with  the  condi¬ 
tion  ;  and  it  is  according  to  them  alone  we  ought  to 
regulate  our  efteem. 

AIR. 

JVhat  are  outward forms ,  and  Jhewsy 
Fo  an  honejl  heart  compar'd  f 

Oft  the  ruflic ,  wanting  thofe , 

Has  the  nobler  portion  fnar'd. 

Oft  we  fee  the  homely  flow' r , 

Bearing ,  at  the  hedge's  fide ; 

Virtues  of  more  fov  reign  pow'r , 

Than  the  garden's  gayejl  pride. 

SCENE  III. 

Fairfield.  Giles. 

Giles.  Well,  mailer  Fairfield,  you  and  Mifs  Pat 
have  had  a  long  difcourfe  together ;  did  you  tell  her 
that  I  was  come  down  ? 

Fairf.  No,  in  truth,  friend  Giles,  I  did  not  even 
tell  her  I  had  fent  for  thee,  but  I  mentioned  our  affair 
at  a  diflance;  and  I  think  there  is  no  fear  but  what 
it  will  go  as  agreeably,  of  her  fide,  as  we  could  wifh. 

Giles.  That’s  right — Well,  and  when  fhall  us  ? — 
You  do  know  I  have  told  you  my  mind  often  and 
often. 

Fairf.  Farmer,  give  us  thy  hand ;  nobody  doubts 
thy  good  will  to  me  and  my  girl  \  and  you  may  take 

my 


? 


A  COMIC  OPERA. 

my  word  I  would  rather  give  her  to  thee  than  another ; 
for  I  am  main  certain  thou  wilt  make  her  a  good  huf- 
band.  ‘  . 

Giles.  Thanks  to  your  kind  opinion,  mailer  Fair- 
field  ;  if  fuch  be  my  hap  I  hope  there  will  be  no  caufe 
of  complaint. 

Fairf.  And  I  promife  thee  my  daughter  will  make 

thee  a  choice  wife. - But  there  is  one  thing  to  be 

confidered. - Thou  know’ll:,  friend  Giles,  that  I, 

and  all  belongs  to  me,  have  great  obligations  to  lord 
Aimworth’s  family  ;  Patty,  in  particular,  would  be  one 
of  the  moil  ungrateful  wretches  this  day  breathing,  if 
fhe  was  to  do  the  fmalleft  thing  contrary  to  their  con- 
fent  and  approbation. — I  need  not  tell  thee  what  fhe 
owes  them. 

Giles.  Nay,  nay,  ?tis  well  enough  known  to  all  the 
Country,  fhe  was  the  old  lady’s  darling. 

Fairf.  Well,  mailer  Giles,  I’ll  allure  thee  fhe  is 
not  one  whit  lefs  obliged  to  my  lord  himfelf. — When 
his  mother  was  taken  off  fo  fuddenly,  and  his  affairs 
called  him  up  to  London,  if  Patty  would  have  re¬ 
mained  at  the  caitle,  ihe  might  have  had  the  command 
of  all ;  or  if  ihe  would  have  gone  any  where  elfe,  he 
would  have  paid  for  her  fixing,  let  the  coil  be  what  it 
would. 

Giles.  Why,  for  that  matter,  folks  did  not  fpare  to 
fay,  that  my  lord  had  a  kind  of  a  breaking  kindnefs  for 
her  himfelf :  and  I  remember,  at  one  time,  it  was  rife 
all  about  the  neighbourhood,  that  fire  was  aclually  to 
be  our  lady. 

Fairf.  Pho,  pho  !  a  pack  of  women’s  tales. 

Giles.  Nay  to  be  fure,  they’ll  fay  any  thing. 

Fairf.  My  lord’s  a  man  of  a  better  way  of  thinking, 
friend  Giles.  •  But  this  is  neither  here  nor  there  to 
our  bufinefs. - -Have  you  been  at  the  caille  yet  ? 

Giles.  Who  I  !  blefs  your  heart,  I  did  not-  hear  a 
fyllable  of  his  lordfhip’s  being  come  down,  till  your 
lad  told  me. 

Fairf.  No !  why  then  I’ll  tell  you  what  you  ihail  do ; 
go  up  to  my  lord,  let  him  know  you  have  a  mind  to 

make 
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make  a  match  with  my  daughter ;  hear  what  he  has 
to  fay  to  it ;  and  afterwards  we  will  try  if  we  can’t 
fettle  matters. 

Giles.  Go  up  to  my  lord !  Icod  if  that  be  all  I’ll  do 
it  with  the  biggeft  pieafure  in  life. 

Fairf.  Suppofe  you  were  to  go  this  morning. 

Giles.  This  minute  an  you  will ;  never  fear  me,  I 

warrant  I  (han’t  be  (ham’d  faced - but  where’s  Mifs 

Pat  ?  might  not  one  ax  her  how  (he  do  do  ? 

Fairf.  Never  fpare  it,  (he’s  within  there. 

Giles .  I  fees  her — odd  rabbit  it,  this  hatch  is  locked 

now, - Mifs  Pat — Mifs  Patty — (he  makes  believe 

not  to  hear  me. 

Fairf.  Well,  well,  never  mind;  thou’lt  come  and 
eat  a  morfel  of  dinner  with  us. 

Giles.  Nay,  but  juft  to  have  a  bit  of  joke  with  her 

at  prefent. - Mifs  Pat  I  fay - won’t  you  open  the 

door.  - 

^  AIR. 

Hark  !  ’ tis  I  your  own  true  lover , 

After  vaalking  three  long  miles ; 

One  kind  look ,  at  leaf  dij cover. 

Come  and  [peak  a  word  to  Giles. 

You  alone  my  heart  I  fix  on , 

Ah  you  little  cunning  vixen  ! 

1  can  fee  your  roguijh  finiles. 

'  *  |  £  --  « 

Addfiids !  my  mind  is  fo  poffejl , 

9 Fill  we’re  fped ,  I Jhant  have  rejl ; 

Only  fay  the  thing  s  a  bargain , 

Here  an  you  like  it , 

Ready  to  Jlrike  it , 

Fhere' s  at  once  an  end  of  arguing  : 

Fm  hers ,  Jhe’ s  mine  ; 

Fhus  we  feat,  and  thus  wefign. 
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SCENE  IV. 

K 

Fairfield,  Patty. 

Fair/, Get  away  and  finifh  the  bufinefs  thou  art 

going  about;  I  warrant  we  /han’t  difagree. - So,  this 

now  is  juft  as  I  would  have  it - Patty*  child,  why 

woud’ft  not  thou  open  the  door  for  our  neighbourGiles? 

Patty .  Really  Father  I  did  not  know  what  was  the 
matter. 

Fair/.  Well,  another  time;  he’ll  be  here  again  pre- 
fently.  He’s  gone  up  to  the  caftle,  Patty:  thou  know’ft 
it  would  not  be  right  for  us  to  do  any  thing  without 
giving  his  lordfliip  intelligence,  fo  I  have  fent  the 
farmer  to  let  him  know  that  he  is  willing,  and  we  are 
willing;  and  with  his  lordfhip’s  approbation - - 

Patty.  Oh  dear  father — what  are  you  going  to  fay  ? 

Fair/  Nay  child,  I  would  not  have  ftirr’d  a  ftep  for 
fifty  pounds,  without  advertifing  his  lordfliip  before¬ 
hand. 

Patty.  But  furely,  furely,  you  have  not  done  this 
rafh,  this  precipitate  thing. 

Fair/  How  rafh,  how  is  it  rafh  Patty?  I  don’t  un~ 
derftand  thee. 

Patty .  Oh  y°u  have  diftrefs’d  me  beyond  imagina¬ 
tion — but  why  w'ou’d  you  not  give  me  notice,  /peak 
to  me  firft  ? 

Fair/  Why  han’t  I  fpoken  to  thee  an  hundred  times  ? 
no  Patty,  ’tis  thou  that  vvould’ft  diftrefs  me,  and  thou’lt 
break  my  heart. 

Patty.  Dear  father  l 

Fair/  All  I  deiire  is  to  fee  thee  well  fettled ;  and 
now  that  I  am  likely  to  do  fo,  thou  art  not  contented; 

I  am  fure  the  farmer  is  as  lightly  a  clever  lad  as  any 
ia  the  country ;  and  is  not  he  as  good  a^  we  ? 

Patty.  I  don’t  fay  to  the  contrary  father,  I  know  I 
have  no  higher  pretenfions,  and  you  have  a  right  to. 
djfpofe  of  me  as  you  think  proper, 

C  Fair/, 

/ 
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Fair/.  Well  then,  what  harm  was  there  in  fending;-' 
him  to  his  lordihip,  feeing  one  or  other  of  us  mulk 
have  gone  ? 

Patty.  ’Tis  very  true  father ;  I  am  to  blame,  pray 
forgive  me. 

Fairf.  Forgive  thee,  lord  help  thee  my  child,  I  anr 
not  angry  with  thee  ;  but  quiet  thyfelf  Patty,  and 
fchou’lt  lee  all  this  will  turn  out  for  the  befL 

SCENE  V. 

PATTY. 

What  will  become  of  me  ? — my  lord  will  certainly 
imagine  this  is  done  with  my  confent. — -Well,  is 
he  not  himfelf  going  to  be  married  to  a  lady,  fuitable 
to  him  in  rank,  fuitable  to  him  in  fortune,  as  this  far¬ 
mer  is  to  me;  and  under  what  pretence  can  I  refufe 
the  huiband  my  father  has  .found  for  me?  fhall  I  fay 
that  I  have  dared  to  ralfe  my  inclinations  above  my 
condition,  and  prefumed  to  love,  where  my  duty  taught 
me  only  gratitude  and  refpedt?  Alas  I  who  could  live  in. 
the  houfe  with  lord  Aimworth,  fee  him,  converfe  with 
him,  and  not  love  him  ?  I  have  this  confolation  how.- 
ever,  my  folly  is  yet  undifcover’d  to  any;  elfe,  how 
ihould  I  be  ridiculed  and  defpifed;  nay  would  not  my 
lord  himfelf  defpife  me,  efpecially,  if  he  knew  that  I 
have  more  than  once  conftrued  his  natural  affability 
and  politenefs,  into  fentiments  as  unworthy  of  him, 
as  mine  are  bold  and  extravagant.  Unexampled  var 
nity  !  'did  I  poffefs  any  thing  capable  of  attracting  fueh 
a  notice,  to  what  purpofe  could  a  man  of  his  diffinc- 
tion  calf  his  eyes  on  a  girl,  poor,  meanly  born ;  and 
indebted  for  every  thing  to  the  ill-placed  bounty  of  his 
family. 
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A  I  R. 

is  '*’*[. 

Ah  !  why  Jhould  fate ,  purfuing , 
z/  wretched  thing  like  me  ; 

Heap  ruin  thus  on  ruin , 

And  /<9  mifery  ? 

The  griefs  I  languijti d  under , 

7/2  fecret  let  me  jhare  ; 

this  new  ftroke  of  thunder , 

/f  than  I  can  hear . 

SCENE  VI. 

Changes  to  a  faloon  in  Lord  Aim  worth/;  houfe. 

Sir  Harr y  Sycamore,  Theodosia. 

Sir  Har.  Well  but  Theodofia,  child,  you  are  quite 
unreafonable. 

Theo*  Pardon  me  papa,  it  is  not  I  am  unreafonable ; 
When  I  gave  way  to  my  inclinations  for  Mr.  Mervin, 
he  did  not  feem  lefs  agreeable  to  you  and  my  mama, 
than  he  was  acceptable  to  me.  It  is  therefore  you  have 
been  unreafonable;  in  firft  encouraging  his  addreffes, 
and  afterwards  forbidding  him  your  houfe,  in  order  to 
bring  me  down  here,  to  force  me  on  a  gentleman - - 

Sir  Har .  Force  you  Dolly,  what  do  you  mean  ?  by 
the  la  !  I  would  not  force  you  on  the  Czar  of  Mufcovy. 

Theo.  And  yet  papa,  what  elfe  can  I  call  it  ?  for 
though  lord  Aimworth  is  extremely  attentive,  and  ob- 
liging,  I  affure  you  he  is  by  no  means  one  of  the 
moft  ardent  of  lovers. 

Sir  Har.  Ardent,  ah !  there  it  is ;  you  girls  never 
think  there  is  any  love,  without  killing  and  hug¬ 
ging ;  but  you  fhou’d  confider  child,  my  lord  .  Aim- 
worth  is  a  polite  man  ;  and  has  been  abroad  in  France 
and  Italy,  where  thefe  things  are  not  the  falhion ;  I 
remember  when  I  was  on  my  travels,  among  the  ma- 
dames,  and  fignoras,  we  never  faluted  more  than  the 
tip  of  the  ear. 

C  2  Theo* 
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Theo .  Really  papa,  you  have  a  very  ftrange  opinion 
of  my  delicacy  ;  I  had  no  fuch  Huff  in  my  thoughts. 

Sir.  Har .  Well,  come,  my  poor  Dolly, .  I  fee  you  are 
chagrin’d,  but  you  know  it  is  not  my  fault ;  on  the 
contrary  I  allure  you,  I  had  always  a  great  regard  for 
young  Mervin,  and  Ihould  have  been  very  glad - - 

Theo.  How  then  papa,  could  you  join  in  forcing  me 
to  write  him  that  ftrange  letter,  never  to  fee  me  more; 
or  how  indeed  could  I  comply  with  your  commands  ? 
what  muft  he  think  of  me  ? 

Sir  Har .  Ay,  but  hold  Dolly,  your  mama  convinced 
me  that  he  was  not  fo  proper  a  fon-in-law  for  us  as  lord 
Aimworth. 

Theo.  Convinced  you  !  ah  my  dear  papa  you  were  not 
convinced. 

Sir  Har.  What  don’t  I  know  when  I  am  convinced  ? 

Theo.  Why  no  papa,  becaufe  your  good-nature  and 
eafinefs  of  temper  is  fuch,  that  you  pay  more  refpedt  to 
the  judgment  of  mama,  and  lefs  to  your  own,  than 
you  ought  to  do. 

Sir  Har ,  Well,  but  Dolly,  don’t  you  fee  how  your 
mama  loves  me  ;  if  my  finger  does  but  ach,  file’s  like 
a  bewitched  woman  ;  and  if  I  was  to  die,  I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  file  wou’d  outlive  the  burying  of  me  :  nay  flic  has 
told  me  as  much  herfelf. 

Theo .  Her  fonanefs  indeed  is  very  extraordinary. 

Sir  Har.  Befides,  could  you  give  up  the  profpefb  of 
being  a  countefs,  and  miftrefs  of  this  line  place  l 

Theo.  Yes  truly  could  I. 

A  I  R. 

With  the  man  that  I  love ,  was  I  de (lin'd  to  dwell , 

On  a  mountain ,  a  moory  in  a  cot ,  in  a  cell ;  . 

Retreats  the  mojl  barren ,  mojl  defert  would  be 

More  pleafing  than  courts  or  a  palace  to  me. 

Let  the  vain  and  the  venal ,  in  wedlock  afpire 

To  what  filly  e/leemsy  and  the  vulgar  admire ; 

I  yield  them  the  b/ifs ,  where  their  wijhcs  are  plac'd \ 

Injenfible  creatures  !  ’tis  all  they  can  tajie. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VII. 

Sir  Ha  rry,  Theodosia,  Lady  Sycamore. 

La.  Syc.  S  ir  Harry  where  are  you  ? 

Sir  liar.  Here  my  lamb. 

La.  Syc.  I  arn  juft  come  from  looking  over  his  lord- 
(hip’s  family  jewels;  I  proteft  they  are  prodigioully . 
magnificent — Well  mifs  Sycamore,  you  are  a  happy 
creature,  to  have  diamonds,  equipage,  title,  all  the 
hleftings  of  life  poured  thus  upon  you  at  once. 

Theo.  Biefiings  Madam  !  do  you  think  then  that  I 
am  fuch  a  wretch  as  to  place  my  felicity  in  the  pof- 
fefiion  of  any  fuch  trumpery. 

La.  Syc.  Upon  my  word  mifs,  you  have  a  very  dif- 
dair.ful  manner  of  expreffing  you  riel  f ;  I  believe  there 
are  very  few  young  women  of  fafhion,  who  wou’d 
think  any  facriiice  they  cou’d  make,  too  much  for 
them — did  you  ever  hear  the  like  of  her  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Why  my  dear,  I  have  juft  been  talking  to 
her  in  the  fame  (train,  but  whatever  (he  has  got  in  her 
head  (he  feems  to  think -  / 

La.  Syc .  Oh  I  know  very  well  what  (he  has  got  in 
her  head,  it  is  Mr.  Mervin,  her  gentleman  of  Buck- 
lerfbury ;  fve  mifs,  marry  a  cit,  where  is  your  pride, 
your  vanity,  have  you  nothing  of  the  perfon  of  d.if- 
tincUcn  about  you  ? 

Sir  Har.  Well,  “hut  my  lady,  you  know  I  am  a  . 
piece  of  a  cit  myfelf,  as  I  may  fay,  for  my  great  grand¬ 
father  was  a  dry  falter. 

Tbco.  And  yet  Madam,  you  condefcended  to  marry 
my  papa. 

La.  Syc .  Well,  if  I  did  mifs,  I  had  but  five  thou- 
fand  pounds  to  my  portion,  and  Sir  Harry  knows  I 
was  paft  eight  and  thirty,  before  L  would  liften  to 
him. 

Sir  Har.  Nay  Dofiy,  that’s  true,  your  mama  own’d 
eight  and  thirty,  before  we  were  married,  but  by  the 


14  THE  MAID  OF  THE  MILL. 

la  my  dear,  you  were  a  lovely  angel ;  and  by  candle¬ 
light  nobody  would  have  taken  you  for  above  five  and 
twenty. 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Harry,  you  remember  the  laft  time  I 
was  at  my  lord  duke’s. 

Sir  Har.  Yes  my  love,  it  was  the  very  day  your 
little  bitch  Minxey  pupt. 

La.  Syc.  Well,  and  what  did  the  whole  family  fay, 
my  lord  John,  and  my  lord  Thomas,  and  my  lady 
Duchefs  in  particular  ?  coufin  fays  her  grace  to  me — 
for  {he  always  calls  me  coufin. 

Sircar.  And  me  too,  her  grace  is  exceedingly 
kind — fhe  always  calls  me  coufin. 

La.  Syc.  In  fhort  they  all  laid,  that  this  match,  if 
my  prudence  could  bring  it  about,  was  the  moft  de- 
ffreable  in  the  univerfe ;  and  the  other  abfolutcly  be¬ 
low  our  attention — A  fellow  that  will  have  an  eftate 
got  by  felling  mundungus  and  mollofi'us - 

Thea.  Well  but  Madam,  be  their  quality  ever  fo 
great,  I  can’t  fee  what  right  my  lord  John,  and  my 
lord  Thomas,  have  to  diredt  my  inclinations ;  and  I 
mud  tell  you  there  is  a  much  nearer  relation  of  mine, 
and  one  who  has  a  better  right  to  rule  me,  that  is  my 
father,  who  has  a  great  regard  for  Mr.  Mervin,  and 
would  confent  to  our  union  with  all  his  heart. 

'  La.  Syc.  Did  you  fay  fo  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Who  I  love  ! 

La.  Syc.  Then  all  my  care  and  prudence  are  come  - 
to  nothing. 

Sir  Har.  Well,  but  ftay  my  lady — Doffy,  you  arc 
always  making  mifchief. 

Tbeo.  Ah  !  my  dear  Tweet-' - 

La.  Syc.  Do  Mifs,  that’s  right,  coax - 

Hheo.  No’ Madam,  I  am  not  capable  of  any  fuch 
meannefs. 

La.  Syc.  ’Tis  very  civil  of  you  to  contradidt  me, 
however. 

Sir  Har.  Eh  1  what’s  that — hands  off  Dolly,  don’t 
come  near  me. 

A  I  R 
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AIR. 

Why  how  now  Mifs  pert. 

Do  you  think  to  divert 
My  anger  by  fawning  and  fir o  king , 

Wou’d  you  make  me  a  fool  ? 

Your  play  things  your  tool , 

Was  ever  young  minx  fo  provoking  ? 

Get  out  of  my  fight, 

"Twould  be  ferving  you  right , 

To  lay  a  found  dofe  of  the  lajh  on  j 
Contradict  your  Mama , 

I’ve  a  mind  by  the  la  ! 

But  I  wont  put  myjelf  in  a  pajfion . 

-  r'i<  I  iKt  ’  ■  *  '  ■*  ' 

SCENE  VIII. 

Sir  Harry,  Lady  Sycamore,  Lord  Aim- 

4  t 

worth,  Giles. 

L»  Aim.  Come  farmer,  you  may  come  in,  there  are 
none  here  but  friends ;  Sir  Harry  your  fervant. 

Sir  Har.  My  lord,  I  kifs  your  lordfhips  hands — I 
hope  he  did  not  overhear  us  fquabbling. 

L •  Aim.  Well  now  mafter  Giles,  what  is  it  you 
have  got  to  fay  to  me  ?  if  I  can  do  you  any  iervice, 
this  company  will  give  you  leave  to  fpeak. 

Giles.  I  thank  your  lordfhip,  I  has  not  got  a  great 
deal  to  fay  •  I  do  come  to  your  lordfhip  about  a  little 
bufinefs,  if  you’ll  pleafe  to  give  me  the  hearing. 

L.  Aim.  Certainly,  only  let  me  khow  what  it  is. 
Giles.  Why  an  pleafe  you  my  lord,  being  left 
alone,  as  I  may  fay,  feyther  dead,  and  all  the  bufinefs 
upon  my  own  hands,  I  do  think  of  fettling  and  tak¬ 
ing  a  wife,  and  I  come  to  ax  your  hQnour’s  confent. 


L .  Aim , 
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A.  Aim.  My  confent  farmer  !  if  that  be  necefiary, 
you  have  it  with  all  my  heart— I  hope  you  have  taken 
care  to  make  a  prudent  choice. 

Giles:  Why  I  do  hope  fo  my  lord. 

X.  Aim.  Well,  and  who  is  the  happy  fair  one  ?  does 
file  live  in  my  houfe  ? 

Giles.  No  my  lord,  fhe  does  not  live  in  your  houfe, 
but  file’s  a  parfon  of  your  acquaintance. 

Aim.  Of  my  acquaintance  ! 

Giles.  No  offence  I  hope  your  honour. 

X.  Aim.  None  in  the  leaft :  but  how  is  file  an  ac¬ 
quaintance  of  mine  ? 

Giles.  Your  lordfhip  do  know  Miller  Fairfield  ? 

L.Aim.  Well - 

Giles.  And  Patty  Fairfield,  his  daughter,  my  lord. 

L.  Aim.  Ay,  is  it  her  you  think  of  marrying  ? 

Giles.  Why  if  fo  be  as  your  lordfhip  has  no  ob¬ 
jection  ;  to  be  Cure  we  will  do  nothing  without  your 
confent  and  approbation. 

X.  Aim.  Upon  my  word  farmer,  you  have  made  an 
excellent  choice — It  is  a  god-daughter  of  my  mother’s 
Madam,  who  Was  bred  up  under  her  care,  and  I  pro- 
teft  I  do  not  know  a  more  amiable  young  woman — 
but  are  you  fure  farmer,  that  Patty  herfelr  is  inclin¬ 
able  to  this  match  ? 

Giles.  O  yes  my  lord,  I  am  fartain  of  that. 

X.  Aim.  Perhaps  then  fhe  defined  you  to  come  and 
.^Ik  my  confent  ? 

Giles.  Why  as  far  as  this  here,  my  lord  ;  to  be  Cure, 
the  miller  did  not  care  to  publifh  the  banns,  without 
making  your  lordfhip  acquainted  —  But  I  hope  your 
honor’s  not  angry  with  I. 

1.  Ann ,  Angry  farmer  !  why  fliould  you  think  fo  l 
•*— what  intereft  have  I  in  it  to  be  angry  ? 

Sir  Har .  And  fo  honpft  farmer,  you  are  going  to 
be  married  to  little  Patty  Fairfield — her  father’s  a  good 
warm  fellow  I  fuppofe  you  take  care  that  fine  brings 
fomething  to  make  the  pot  boil. 

•T  ‘  La. 
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La.  Syc.  What  does  that  concern  you  Sir  Harry  ? 
how  often  muft  I  tell  you  of  meddling  in  other  people’s 
affairs. 

Sir  Har%  My  lord,  a  penny  for  your  thoughts. 

La.  Syc,  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  Harry,  upon  my 
word,  I  did  not  think  where  I  was. 

Giles,  Well  then  your  honour,  I’ll  make  bold  to  be 
taking  my  leave,  I  may  fay  you  gave  confent  for  Mifs 
Patty  and  I  to  go  on. 

L>  A'un.  Undoubtedly  farmer*  if  fhe  approves  of  it ; 
but  are  not  you  afraid  that  her  education  has  rendered 
her  a  little  unfuitable  for  a  wife  for  you  ? 

La,  Syc,  Oh  my  lord,  if  the  girl’s  handy. 

Giles.  Handy,  why  faving  refpedt,  there’s  nothing 
comes  amifs  to  her ;  fhe’s  cute  at  every  varfal  kind  of 
thing. 

7  *  . 

J  ‘  1  1  ‘7  *  ’  -  ^  /  v  V*A 

AIR. 

I  j,  ,  \ r  it  *  \  ,  /  mm¥  . .  - 1-  ■/  if  1  n  1  J/.*  »  a  /  4 

Odds  my  life ,  fcarcb  England  over. 9  j, 

An  you  match’ her  in  her  Jlation  5  . 

Ell  be  bound  to  fly  the  nation  : 

And  be  flure  as  well  1  love  her . 

1  .  !  ■  .  .  I  „  J  .V.  ......  .  ; 

Do  but  fee f  my  heart  a  beatingx 
Still  her  pretty  na?ne  repeating , 

Here’s  the  work  ’ tis  always  aty 
Pittyy  pattyy  paty  pit ,  pat. 

*"»  J  f  r  , 

.'/■  J..  .. 

When  Jhe  makes  the  muflc  tinkle , 

What  on  y earth  can  fweeter  be  ?  , 

Then  her  little  eyes  fo  twinkle , 

*Tis  a  feajl  to  hear  and  fee . 
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SCENE  IX. 

Lord  Aim  worth,  Sir.  Harry,  Lady 

Sycamore. 

Sir  Har.  By  dad  this  is  a  good  merry  fellow,  is  not 
he  love,  with  his  pitty  patty  —  And  lo  my  lord  you 
have  given  your  confent  that  he  fhall  marry  your  mo¬ 
ther’s  old  houfekeeper/  Ah,  well,  I  can  fee - 

L»  Aim .  Nobody  doubts  Sir  Harry,  that  you  are 
very  clear  fighted. 

Sir  Har.  Yes,  yes,  let  me  alone,  I  know  what’s 
what :  I  was  a  young  fellow  once  myfelf,  and  I  fhould 
have  been  glad  of  a  tenant,  to  take  a  pretty  girl  off 
my  hands  now  and  then,  as  well  as  another. 

L.  Aim .  I  proteft  my  dear  friend,  I  don’t  under- 
ftand  you. 

La.  Syc.  Nor  nobody  elfe  - —  Sir  Harry  you  are 
agoing  at  fome  beafliinefs  now. 

Sir  Har.  Who  I,  my  lady  ?  not  I,  as  I  hope  to 
live  and  breath  ;  ’tis  nothing  to  us  you  know,  what 
my  lord  does  before  he’s  married ;  when  I  was  a 
batchelor,  I  was  a  devil  among  the  wenches,  myfelf; 
and  yet  I  vow  to  George  my  lord,  fince  I  knew  my 
lady  Sycamore,  and  we  fhall  be  man  and  wife  eigh¬ 
teen  years,  if  we  live  till  next  Candlemas  day ;  I  never 
had  to  do - 

La  Syc.  Sir  Harry,  come  out  of  the  room  I  defire. 

Sir  Har.  Why  what’s  the  matter,  my  lady,  I  did 
not  fay  any  harm  ? 

La.  Syc.  I  fee  what  you  are  driving  at,  you  want  to 
make  me  faint. 

Sir  Har.  I  want  to  make  you  faint,  my  lady? 

La.  Syc .  Yes  you  do — and  if  you  don’t  come  out 
this  inftant  I  fhall  fall  down  in  the  chamber — I  beg 
my  lord  you  won’t  fpeak  to  him — will  you  come  out. 
Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har .  Nay  but  my  lady  ! 

La.  Syc .  No,  I  will  have  you  out. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  X. 

,  %  ■ 

Lord  Aimworth. 

This  worthy  baronet,  and  his  lady,  are  certainly 
a  very  whimfical  couple,  however,  their  daughter  is 
perfectly  amiable  in  every  refpedt ;  and  yet  I  am  forry 
I  have  brought  her  down  here  ;  for  can  I  in  honour 
marry  her,  while  my  affedtions  are  engaged  to  ano¬ 
ther?  To  what  does  the  pride  of  condition  and  the  cen- 
iure  of  the  world  force  me  !  Muft  I  then  renounce  the 
only  perfon  that  can  make  me  happy  ;  becaufe,  be- 
caufe  what  ?  becaufe  {he’s  a  miller’s  daughter.  Vain 
pride  and  unjuft  cenfure :  has  {he  not  all  the  graces 
that  education  can  give  her  fex,  improved  by  a  genius 
feldom  found  among  the  higheft?  Has  {he  not  modefty, 
fweetnefs  of  temper,  and  beauty  of  perfon,  capable  of 
adorning  a  rank  the  moft  exalted  ?  But  it  is  too  late  to 
think  of  thefe  things  now ;  my  hand  is  promifed,  my  * 
honour  engaged ;  and  if  it  was  not  fo,  {he  has  engaged 
herfelf,  the  farmer  is  a  perfon  to  her  mind,  and  I  have 
authorifed  their  union  by  my  approbation. 

AIR. 

The  mad- man  thus ,  at  times ,  we  fee, 

With  feeming  reafon  blej}  ; 

His  looks ,  his  words ,  his  thoughts  are  free , 

And  fpeak  a  mind  at  reji. 

*  But  Jhort  the  calms  of  eafe  and  fenfey 

And  ah ,  uncertain  too  ; 

While  that  idea  lives  from  whence 
At  firjl  his  frenzy  grew . 


D  2 
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SCENE  XI. 

Changes  to  a  profpett  of  the  mill. 

Enter  Ralph,  with  Mf.rvin,  in  a  riding  drefs ,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  Fanny. 

•  ,  .  ,  r  .  *  '  ’  f  "  '  *  \  ■  >  7  •  '4  *  > 

Fanny.  Ah,  pray  your  honour,  try  if  you  have  not 
fomething  to  fpare  for  poor  Fanny  the  gypfey - 

Ralph.  I  tell  you  Fan,  the  gentleman  has  no  change 
about  him,  why  the  plague  will  you  be  fo  trouble- 
fome  ? 

Fanny.  Lord  what  is  it  to  you,  if  his  honor  has  a 
mind  to  give  me  a  trifle  ?  do  pray  gentleman,  put  your 
hand  in  your  pocket. 

Mervin.  I  am  almoff:  diffracted !  ungrateful  Theo- 
dofia  !  to  change  fo  fuddenly ;  and  write  me  fuch  a 
letter  3  however,  I  am  refolved  to  have  my  difmiffion 
face  to  face  3  this  letter  may  be  forced  from  her  by 
her  mother,  who  I  know  was  never  cordially  my  friend : 
I  could  not  get  a  fight  of  her  in  London,  but  here 
they  will  be  Iefs  on  their  guard  3  and  fee  her  I  will, 
by  one  means  or  other. 

.  Then  your  honour  will  not  extend  your 

»  ,  ..  . 

A  I  R. 

I  a?n  young ,  and  I  a?n  friendlefs , 

And  poor  alas  !  withal ; 

Sure  my  farrows  will  be  endlefs , 

In  vain  for  help  I  call. 

Have  fame  pity  in  your  nature. 

Fo  relieve  a  wretched  creature , 

Though  the  gift  be  ne'er  fo  fmall. 

May  you  poffefjing ,  every  bleffmg. 

Still  inherit  Sir ,  all  you  merit  Sir , 

And  never  know  what  it  is  to  want ; 

Sweet  Heaven ,  your  worjbip  all  happinefs  grant. 

SCENE 
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»  *  *’  r  „ 

%  * »  *.  • 

SCENE  XII. 

Ralph,  M  e  r  v  i  n. 

Ral.  Now  I’ll  go  and  take  that  money  from  her, 
and  I  have  a  good  mind  to  lick  her,  fo  I  have. 

Mer.  Pho,  prithee  flay  where  you  are. 

Ral.  Nay,  but  I  hate  to  fee  a  toad  fo  devilifh 

» 

.  Well  come,  fhe  has  not  got  a  great  deal,  and 
I  have  thought  how  fhe  may  do  me  a  favour  in  her 

turn. 

Ral.  Ay,  but  you  may  put  that  out  of  your  head, 
for  I  can  tell  you  fhe  won’t. 

Mer.  How  fo  ? 

Ral.  How  fo,  why  fhe’s  ‘as  cunning  as  the  Devil. 

Mer.  Oh  fhe  is— I  fancy  I  underflan  d  you.  Well, 
in  that  cafe  friend  Ralph — Your  name’s  Ralph,  I 
think. 

Ral.  Yes  Sir,  at  your  fervice,  for  want  of  a 
better. 

Mer.  I  fay  then  friend  Ralph,  in  that  cafe,  we  will 
remit  the  favour  you  think  of,  ’till  the  lady  is  in  a 
more  complying  humour,  and  try  if  fhe  cannot  ferve 

me  at  prefent  in  fome  other  capacity - there  are  a 

good  many  gypfies  hereabout,  are  there  not  ? 

Ralph.  Softly — I  have  a  whole  gang  of  them  here 
in  our  barn  ;  I  have  kept  them  about  the  place  thefe 
three  months,  and  all  on  account  of  fhe. 

Mer.  Really. 

Ral.  Yes - but  for  your  life  don’t  fay  a  word  of  it 

to  any  Chriftian — I  am  in  love  with  her. 

Mer.  Indeed. 

Ral.  Feyther  is  as  mad  with  me  about  it,  as  Old 
Scratch  ;  and  I  gets  the  plague  and  all  of  anger  ;  but  I 
don’t  mind  that. 

Mer.  W ell  friend  Ralph,  if  you  are  in  love,  no  doubt 
you  have  fome  influence  over  your  miftrefs ;  don’t  you 
think,  now  you  could  prevail  upon  her,  and  her  compa¬ 
nions 


greedy, 

Mer 
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nions,  to  fupply  me  with  one  of  their  habits,  and  let 
me  go  up  with  them  to-day  to  my  lord  Aimworth’s. 

Ral.  Why  do  you  want  to  go  a  mumming  ?  we  never 
do  that  here  but  in  the  Chriftmas  holidays. 

Mer.  No  matter  :  manage  this  for  me,  and  manage 
it  with  fecrecy ;  and  I  promife  you  fhall  not  go  unre¬ 
warded. 

Ral.  Oh  !  as  for  that  fir,  I  don't  look  for  any  thing; 
I  can  eafily  get  you  a  bundle  of  their  rags  ;  but  I  don’t 
know  whether  you’ll  prevail  on  them  to  go  up  to  my 
lord’s,  becaufe  they’re  afraid  of  a  big  dog  that’s  in  the 
yard ;  but  I’ll  tell  you  what  I  can  do,  I  can  go  up  be* 
fore  you  and  have  the  dog  faftened,  for  I  know  his  ken¬ 
nel. 

Mer.  That  will  do  very  well - by  means  of  this 

difguire  I  fhall  probably  get  a  fight  of  her ;  and  I  leave 
the  reft  to  love  and  fortune. 

i  AIR.  3 

Why  quits  the  merchant ,  blejl  with  cafe , 

The  pleafures  of  his  native  feat ; 

To  tempt  the  dangers  of  the  feas , 

And  climes  more  perilous  than  thefe  ; 

Midjl  freezing  cold ,  or  fcorching  heat  ? 

Me  knows  the  hardjhips ,  knows  the  pain , 

The  length  of  way,  but  thinks  it  fmall ; 

The  fweets  of  what  he  hopes  to  gainy 
Undaunted ,  make  him  combat  all. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  XIII.  ' 

Patty,  Ralph,  Giles,  Fanny. 

Giles .  So,  his  lordfhip  was  as  willing  as  the  flowers 

in  May - and  as  I  was  coming  along  who  fhou’d  I 

meet  but  your  father - and  he  bid  me  run  in  all  hafte 

and  tell  you - for  we.  were  fure  you  wou’d  be  deadly 

glad. 

Patty .  I  know  not  what  bufinefs  you  had  to  go  to 
my  lord’s  at  all  farmer. 

Giles  Nay  I  only  did  as  I  was  defired - Matter 

Fairfield  bid  me  tell  you  moreover,  as  how  he  wou’d 
have  you  go  up  to  my  lord  out  of  hand,  and  thank 
him. 

Ral.  So  (lie  ought,  and  take  off  thofe  cloaths,  and 
put  on  what’s  more  becoming  her  ftation ;  you 
know  my  father  fpoke  to  you  of  that  this  morning  too, 

Patty .  Brother,  I  (hall  obey  my  father. 

')  /  '*  *  /  ]  f.  / 

Lye  Jlill  my  hearty  oh  !  fatal Jlroke 
That  kills  at  once  my  hopes  and  me. 


Giles. 

Mfs  Pat ! 

Patty. 

- w  bat  ? 

Giles. 

_____ - ]\[ay  /  0Vly 

Ralph. 

Take  courage  mon ,  Jhe  does  but  joke . 

Come  Su/ler ,  fomewhat ,  kinder  be  ? 

Fanny. 

Phis  is  a  thing  the  mojl  oddejl , 

Some  folks  are  fo  plaguily  modeft  j 

f  IVere  we  in  the  cafe , 

Ral.  Fan. 

<  To  be  in  their  place , 

L  U'e’d  carry  it  off  with  a  different  face . 

Giles. 

Thus  I  take  her  by  the  lilly  hand , 

So  foft  and  white , 

Ral. 

— — - why  now  that's  right 

Arid  kifs  her  too,  man,  never  ftand. 


mat 
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!'  What  words  can  explain 
My  pleafure — my  pain  ? 

It  preffesy  it  rifes , 

.My  heart  it  furprifes , 

-  leant  keep  it  down  tho*  I'd  never  Jo  fain , 
Fan.  So  here  the  play  ends , 

*The  lovers  are  friends . 

Ral.  Huf) ! 

Fan.  - Tujh  ! 

Giles.  - - Nab  ! 

Patty.  * - - Pjha  ! 

All.  What  torment' s  exceeding ,  what  joys  are  above 

Hhe  pains  and  the  pleafures  that  wait  upon  love 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 


A  marble  portico  ornamented  with  Jlatues ,  which  opens 
from  Lord  Aim  worth ’s  houfe  5  two  chairs  near  the 
front. 

Enter  Lord  Aim  worth  reading . 

IN  how  contemptible  a  light  would  the  fituation  I  am 
now  in,  fhew  me  to  moft  of  the  fine  men  of  the 
prefent  age  ?  in  love  with  a  country  girl,  rivaled  by  a 
poor  fellow,  one  of  my  meahell  tenants,  and  uneafy  at 
it ;  if  I  had  a  mind  to  her,  I  know  they  would  tell 
me,  I  ought  to  have  taken  care  to  make  myfelf  eafy 
long  ago,  when  I  had  her  in  my  power.  But  I  have 
the  telfimony'  of  my  own  heart  in  my  favour ;  and  I 
think  was  it  to  do  again,  I  fhould  a£t  as  I  have  done. 
Let’s  fee  what  have  we  here  ?  perhaps  a  book  may  corn- 
pole  my  thoughts  ;  [reads  and  throws  the  book  away]  it’s 
to  no  purpofe,  I  can’t  read,  I  can’t  think,  I  can’t  do  any 
thing. 

AIR. 

Ah  !  hew  vainly  mortals  treafure> 

Hopes  of  happinefs  and  plcajure , 

Hard  and  doubtful  to  obtain ; 

By  what  fandards  falfe  we  meafure  : 

Still  purfuing. 

Ways  to  ruin , 

Seeking  blifs ,  and  fading  pain. 


E 
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SCENE  II. 

Lord  Aim  worth,  Patty. 

Patty .  Now  comes  the  trial ;  no,  my  fentence  is  al¬ 
ready  pronounc’d,  and  I  will  meet  my  fate  with  pru¬ 
dence  and  refolution. 

A'  Aim.  Who’s  there  ? 

Patty.  My  lord  ! 

L.  Aim.  ratty  Fairfield  l 

Patty.  I  humbly  beg  pardon  my  lord,  for  preffing  fo 
abruptly  into  your  prefence ;  but  I  was  told  I  might  walk 
this  way  ;  and  I  am  come  by  my  father’s  commands,  to 
thank  your  lordfhip  for  all  your  favours. 

L.  Aim.  Favours  Patty  !  what  favours  ?  I  have  done 
you  none ;  but  why  this  inetamorphofis  ?  I  protefl  if 
you  had  not  fpoke,  1  fhould  not  have  known  you  ;  I 
never  faw  you  wear  fuch  cloaths  as  thefe  in  my  mother’s 
life  time. 

Patty.  No  my  lord,  it  was  her  ladyfhip’s  pleafure  I 
fhould  wear  better,  and  therefore  I  obey’d ;  but  it  is 
now  my  duty  to  drefs  in  a  manner  more  luitable  to  my 
flation,  and  future  profpedls  in  life. 

L.  Aim.  I  am  afraid  Patty  you  are  too  humble — ■ — 
come  fit  down — nay  I  will  have  it  fo — what  is  it  I  have 
been  told  to  day  Patty,  it  feems  you  are  going  to  be 
married. 

Patty .  Yes  my  lord. 

L.  Aim.  W ell,  and  don’t  you  think  you  could  have 
made  a  better  choice  than  farmer  Giles  ?  I  fhould  ima¬ 
gine  your  perfon,  your  accomplifhments,  might  have 
inti  tied  you  to  look  higher. 

Patty.  Your  lordfhip  is  pleafed  to  over-rate  my  little 
merit ;  the  education  I  received  in  your  family,  does 
not  intitle  me  to  forget  my  origin  and  the  farmer  is 
my  equal. 

L.  Aim.  In  what  refpedt  ?  the  degrees  of  rank  and 
fortune,  my  dear  Patty,  are  arbitrary  diftindlions,  unwor¬ 
thy  the  regard  of  tMofe  who  conhder  juftly ;  the  true 

flandard 
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ftandard  of  equality  is  feated  in  the  mind  ;  thofe  who 
think  nobly  are  noble. 

Patty.  The  farmer  my  lord,  is  a  very  honeft  man. 

L.  Aim.  So  he  may,  I  dbn’t  fuppofe  he  would  break 
into  a  houfe,  or  commit  a  robbery  on  the  highway-; 
what  do  you  tell  me  of  his  honefty  for  ? 

Patty .  I  did  not  mean  to  offend  your  lordfhip, 

L.  Aim .  Offend  !  I  am  not  offended  Patty,  hot  at 
all  offended — but  is  there  any  great  merit  in  a  man’s 
being  honeft  ? 

Patty.  I  don’t  fay  there  is,  my  lord. 

L .  Aim .  The  farmer  is  an  ill  bred  illiterate  booby, 
and  what  happinefs  can  you  propofe  to  yourfelf  in  fuch 

a  fociety.  Then  as  to  his  perfon  I  am  fure - But 

perhaps  Patty  you  like  him,  and  if  fo  I  am  doing  a 
wrong  thing. 

Patty .  Upon  my  word,  my  lord - 

L.  Aim.  Nay  I  fee  you  do,  he  has  had  the  good  for¬ 
tune  to  pleafe  you,  and  in  that  cafe  you  are  certainly 

in  the  right  to  follow  your  inclinations - 1  muft  tell 

you  one  thing  Patty,  however - 1  hope  you  won’t 

think  it  unfriendly  of  me - But  I  am  determined 

farmer  Giles  fhall  not  flay  a  moment  on  my  eflate, 
after  next  quarter  day. 

Patty.  I  hope  my  lord,  he  has  not  incurred  your 
difpleafure - — 

L.  Aim.  That’s  of  no  fignification — Could  I  find  as 

many  good  qualities  in  him  as  you  do,  perhaps - but 

’tis  enough,  he’s  a  fellow  I  don’t  like ;  and  as  you 
have  a  regard  for  him,  I  would  have  you  advife  him  to 
provide  himfelf. 

Patty.  My  lord  I  am  very  unfortunate. 

L.  Aim.  She  loves  him  ’tis  plain - Come  Patty, 

don’t  cry,  I  would  not  willingly  do  any  thing  to  make 
you  uneafy — Have  you  feen  Mils  Sycamore  yet?  I 
fuppofe  you  know  me  and  I  are  going  to  be  married. 

Patty.  So  I  hear  my  lord  ;  Heaven  make  you  both 
happy. 

L.  Aim .  Thank  you  Patty,  I  hope  we  fhall  be 
happy. 

E  2  Patty 
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Patty .  Upon  my  knees,  upon  my  knees  I  pray  it; 
may  every  earthly  blifs  attend  you  j  may  your  days 
prove  an  uninterrupted  courfe  of  delightful  tran¬ 
quility  :  and  your  mutual  friendfhip,  confidence  and 
loye,  end  but  with  your  lives. 

L.  Aim.  Rife  Patty,  rife  ;  fay  no  more - 1  fup- 

pofe  you’ll  wait  upon  Mifs  Sycamore  before  you  go 

away - -at  prefent  I  have  a  little  bufinefs - as 

I  faid,  Patty,  don’t  afflidt  yourfelf,  I  have  been  fome^ 
what  hafly  with  regard  to  the  farmer,  but  fmce  I  fee 
how  deeply  you  are  interfiled  in  his  affairs,  I  may, 

poffibly,  alter  my  defigns  with  regard  to  him - -You 

Jcnow - you  know  Patty,  your  marriage  with  him  is 

no  concern  of  mine — I  only  fpeak - T - 

AIR. 

*  ,•  ■  -  •  • 

My  pajfion  in  vain  I  attempt  to  dijjemble , 

Eh'  endeavour  to  hide  it ,  but  makes  it  appear ; 

Enraptur'd  I  gaze ,  when  I  touch  her  1  tremble , 

And  /peak  to  and  hear  hery  with  fault' ring  and  fear . 

By  how  many  cruel  ideas  tormented  ? 

My  blood's  in  a  ferment ,  it  freezes ,  it  burns ; 

*Thi$  mofnent  I  wifhy  what  the  next  is  repented , 

While  love ,  rage  and jealoufy  rack  me  by  turns  / 
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,  /v  / ,  t '  n  ^  •  r  f 

j  i  •  j,  j  ..  .a 

SCENE  III.  • 

•  *  a 

Pa  tty,  Giles. 

Gz7rr.  Mifs  Pat — Odd  rabit  it,  1  thought  his  honour 
was  here ;  and  I  wilh  I  may  die  if  my  heart*  did  not 
jump  into  my  mouth, — come,  come  down  in  all  hafte, 
there’s  fuch  rig  below,  as  you  never  knew  in  your 
born  days. 

Patty .  Rig  ? 

Giles.  Ay  and  fun — there’s  as  good  as  forty  of  the 
tenants,  men,  and  maidens,  have  got  upon  the  lawn 
before  the  caftle,  with  pipers  and  garlands  5  juft  for  all 
the  world  as  thof  it  was  May  day ;  and  the  quality’s 
looking  at  them  out  of  the  windows — ’Tis  as  true  as 
any  thing ;  on  account  of  my  lord’s  coming  home 

with  his  new  lady - look  here,  I  have  brought  a 

firing  of  their  flowers  along  with  me. 

Patty.  Well,  and  what  then  ? 

Giles.  Why  I  was  thinking,  if  fo  be  as  you  would 
come  down,  as  we  might  take  a  dance  together ;  little 
Sal,  farmer  Harrow’s  daughter  of  the  Green,  would 
fain  have  had  me  for  a  partner,  but  I  laid  as  how  I’d 
go  for  one  I  liked  better,  one  that  I’d  make  a  partner 
for  life.  '• 

Patty.  Did  you  fay  lb  ? 

Giles.  Yes,  and  fhe  was  ftruck  all  of  a  heap — flie 
Jiad  not  a  word  to  throw  to  a  dog — for  Sal  and  I  kept 
company  once  for  a  little  bit. 

Patty .  Farmer,  I  am  going  to  fay  fomething  to  you, 
and  I  delire  you  will  liften  to  it  attentively — it  feems 
you  think  pf  our  being  married  together. 

Giles.  Think,  why  I  think  of  nothing  elfe;  it’s 
all  over  the  place  mun,  as  how  you  are  to  be  my 
fpoufe,  and  you  wou’d  not  believe  what  game  folks 
make  of  me. 

Patty.  Shall  I  talk  to  you  like  a  friend,  farmer - - 

you  and  I  were  never  defign’d  for  one  another;  and  I 
am  morally  certain  we  fhould  not  be  happy. 

Giles 
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Giles .  Oh  !  as  for  that  matter,  I  never  has  no  words 
with  no  body. 

Party .  Shall  I  fpeak  plainer  to  to  you  then — I  don't 
like  you. 

Giles.  No  ! 

Party.  On  the  contrary,  you  are  difagreeable  tome — 

Giles,  Am  I  ? 

Patty.  Yes,  of  all  things,  I  deal  with  you  fincerely. 

Giles .  Why,  I  thought  Mifs  Pat,  the  affair  between 
you  and  I  was  all  fix’d  and  fettled. 

Patty.  Well,  let  this  undeceive  you-^-Be  affured  we 
fhal!  never  be  man  and  wife.  No  offer  fhall  perfuade, 
no  command,  force  me — you  know  my  mind,  make 
your  advantage  of  it. 

I  A  I  R. 

Was  I  fure  a  life  to  lead , 

Wretched  as  the  vilejl  Jlavey 
Evry  hardjhip  would  I  brave : 

•  Rudejl  toil fever ejl  need ; 

*  Ere  yield  my  hand  fo  cwlyy 
j To  the  man  who  never  truly , 

Could  my  heart  in  keeping  have . 

Wealth  with  others  fuccefs  will  injure  youy 
Where  your  wit  and  your  per  [on  may  pleafe j 
Take  to  them  your  lovey  I  conjure  you , 

And  in  mercy  Jet  one  at  eafe. 
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Giles. 

’  %  f  i\  :  X  i  ,  x  # 

Here’s  a  turn,  I  don’t  know  what  to  make  of  ity 
{he’s  gone  mad,  that’s  for  fartin  ;  wit  and  learning 

have  crakt  her  brain - poor  foul,  poor  foul - It 

is  often  the  cafe  of  thofe  that  have  too  much  of  them. 
•—Lord,  Lord,  how  forry  I  be — but  hold,  {he  fays  I 
baint  to  her  mind — mayn’t  all  this  be  the  effect  of 
modifh  coynefs,  to  do  like  the  gentlewomen,  becaufe 
{he  was  bred  among  them  ?  and  1  have  heard  fay,  they 
will  be  upon  their  vixen  tricks,  ’till  they  go  into  the 
very  church  with  a  man ;  Icod  there’s  nothing  more 
likelier,  for  ’tis  the  cry  of  one  and  all,  that  {he’s  the 
moral  of  a  lady  in  every  thing  :  and  our  farmers 
daughters,  for  the  matter  of  that,  tho’f  they  have  no¬ 
thing  to  boaft  of,  but  a  fcrap  of  red  ribbon  about  their 
hats,  will  have  as  many  turnings  and  windings  as  a 
hare,  before  one  can  lay  a  fall:  hold  of  them.  There  can 
no  harm  come,  of  fpeaking  with  mailer  Fairfield,  how- 
foever  :  odd  rabbit  it,  how  plaguy  tart  {he  was — I  am 
half  vext  with  my  myfelf  now  that  I  let  her  go  off  fo. 

;  ,  ,v  ,  A  I  R. 

When  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage , 

Firft  is  courted  hy  a  man , 

Let  ?un  do  the  heji  he  can , 

She's  fo  jhame-fac  d  in  her  carriage , 

"Tis  with  pain  the  fuit's  began . 

Thof  mayhap  fie  likes  him  mainly , 

Still  Jhe  Jhams  it  coy  and  cold ; 

Fearing  to  confefs  it  plainly , 

Lejl  the  folks  floould  think  her  bold. 

But  the  parfon  comes  in  fight , 

Gives  the  word  to  bill  and  coo  ; 

'Tis  a  different  Jhry  quite , 

And  Jhe  quickly  buckles  too . 

SCENE, 
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Changes  to  a  view  of  Lord  Aimworth’s  houfe,  and 
improvements*,  a  feat  under  a  tree ;  and  part  of  the 
garden  wall ,  with  a  Chinefe  pavilion  over  it ;  fever al 
country  people  appear  dancing ,  others  looking  on ;  among 
whom  are  Mervin,  difguifed\  Ralph,  Fanny, 
and  a  number  of  gyp  fie  s .  After  the  dancers  go  offy 

Theodosia,  and  Patty,  enter  through  a  gate 
fuppofed  to  have  a  connection  with  the  principal  building, 

Theo .  Well  then  my  dear  Patty,  you  will  run  away 
from  us  ;  but  why  in  fuch  a  hurry,  I  have  a  thoufand 
things  to  fay  to  you. 

Pat .  I  fhall  do  myfelf  the  honour  to  pay  my  duty 
to  you  fome  other  time.  Madam,  at  prefent  I  really 
find  myfelf  a  little  indifpofed. 

Theo,  Nay,  I  would  by  no  means  lay  you  under  any 
reftraint.  But  methinks  the  entertainment  we  have  juit 
been  taking  part  of,  fhould  have  put  you  into  better 
fpirits  :  I  am  not  in  an  over-merry  mood  myfelf,  yet 
1  fwear  I  could  not  look  on  the  diverlion  of  thofe 
honeft  folks,  without  feeling  a  certain  gaietie  de 
cceur. 

Pat.  Why  indeed  Madam,  it  had  one  circumftance 
attending  it,  which  is  often  wanting  to  more  polite 
amufements,  that  of  feeming  to  give  undiflembled  fa- 
tisfa&ion  to  thofe  who  were  engaged  in  it. 

Theo.  Oh  infinite,  infinite  !  to  fee  the  chearful 
healthy  looking  creatures,  toil  with  fuch  a  good  will, 
to  me  there  were  more  genuine  charms,  in  their  awk¬ 
ward  flumping  and  jumping  about;  their  rude  mea- 
fures,  and  homefpun  finery  ;  than  in  all  the  drefs, 
fplendor,  and  ftudied  graces,  of  a  birth-night  ball¬ 
room. 

Pat.  ’Tis  a  very  uncommon  declaration  to  be  made  by 
a  fine  lady.  Madam  ;  but  certainly,  however  the  artful 
delicacies  of  high  life  may  dazzle  and  furprife,  nature 
has  particular  attractions,  even  in  a  cottage,  her  moft 
h  unadorned 
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unadorned  {late ;  which  feldom  fails  to  affect  us,  tho* 
we  can  fcarce  give  a  reafon  for  it. 

Theo.  But  you  know,  Patty,  I  was  always  a  diffracted 
admirer  of  the  country  ;  no  damfel  in  romance  was 
ever  fonder  of  groves  and  purling  dreams  :  had  I  been 
born  in  the  days  of  Arcadia,  with  my  prefent  propen- 
fity,  inftead  of  being  a  line  lady,  as  you  call  me,  I 
fhould  certainly  have  kept  a  flock  of  fheep. 

Patty .  Well,  madam,  you  have  the  fages,  poets,  and 
philofophers,  of  all  ages,  to  countenance  your  way  of 
thinking. 

Theo.  And  you,  my  little  philofophical  friend  ;  don’t 
you  think  me  in  the  right  too  ? 

Patty.  Yes  indeed,  madam,  perfectly., 

A  I  R. 

Trufi  me^  would  you  tajle  true  pie afiurc^ 

Without  mixture ,  without  meafure , 

No  where  Jhall  you  find  the  treafure 
Sure  as  in  the  fylvan  ficene  : 

Blefi ,  who ,  no  falfe  glare  requiring , 

Nature's  rural fiweets  admiring , 

Can,  from  grofier  joys  retiring , 

Seek  the  fimple  and  fierene . 

SCENE  VL 

Theodosia,  Mervin,  Fanny. 

Theo.  How  unjufl  is  fortune  in  the  diftribution  of 
her  gifts  !  This  girl  certainly  merits  to  {bine  in  a 
higher  fphere  ;  and  how  many  that  pafs  for  fine  ladies 
might  fill  the  place  {he  now  occupies  without  the  lead 
violence  to  their  characters. 

Mer.  Yonder  fhe  is  feated,  and,  to  my  wifh,  mod 
fortunately  alone.  Accoft  her  as  I  defired. 

Theo.  Heigh  !  ( Sighing )  I  could  be  very  melancholly 
now  ;  but  that  indeed  is  no  wonder  in  my  prefent  fltua- 
tion. 


F 
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Fan.  Heaven  blefs  you,  my  fweet  lady - blefs  your 

honour’s  beautiful  vifage,  and  fend  you  a  good  hufband 
and  a  great  many  of  them. 

Theo.  A  very  comfortable  wilh  upon  my  word  5  wfiq 
are  you,  child  ? 

Fan.  A  poor  gipfey,  an’  pleafeyou,  that  goes  about 
begging  from  charitable  gentlemen  and  ladies — If  you 
have  ere  a  coal  or  bit  of  whiting  in  your  pocket,  I’ll 
write  you  the  firft  letter  of  your  fweetheart’s  name; 
how  many  hufbands  you  will  have,  and  how  many  chil¬ 
dren,  my  lady  ;  or,  if  you  will  let  me  look  at  your  line 
of  life.  I’ll  tell  you  whether  it  will  be  long  or  fhort, 
happy  or  miferable. 

Theo.  Oh  !  as  for  that,  I  know  it  already - my  life 

will  be  miferable  moil  certainly;  and,  as  you  cannot 
tell  me  any  good  fortune,  I’ll  hear  none.  Go  about 
your  bufmefs. 

Mer.  Stay,  madam,  (lay  [Pretending  to  lift  a  paper, 
from  the  ground)  you  have  dropt  fomething.  Fan,  call 
the  young  gentlewoman  back. 

Fan.  Lady,  you  have  loft - 

Theo.  Pho,  pho,  I  have  loft  nothing. 

Mer.  Yes, that  paper,  lady;  you  dropt  it  as  you  got 
up  from  the  chair  ;  vye  are  poor  but  honeft.  Fan,  give 
it  to  her  honour. 

Theo.  A  letter  with  my  addrefs  !  [Fakes  the  paper 
and  reads )  “  Dear  Theodofia  !  Though  the  fight  of 

44  me  was  fo  difagreeable  to  you,  that  you  charged 
44  me  never  to  approach  you  more,  I  hope  my  hand- 
44  writing  can  have  nothing  to  frighten  or  difguft  you. 
44  I  am  not  far  off,  and  the  perfon  who  delivers  you 

*4  this,  can  give  you  intelligence.” - Lome  hither, 

child  ;  Do  you  know  any  thing  of  the  gentleman  that 
wrote  this  ? 

Fan.  My  lady- - 

Theo .  Make  hafte,  run  this  moment,  bring  me  tq 
|iim,  bring  him  to  me  ;  fay  I  wait  with  impatience  ; 
tell  him  I  will  go,  fly  any  where - 

Mer.  My  life,  my  charmer  ! 

Theo.  Oh,  Heavens ! — —Mr.  Mervin  ! 
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Theodosia,  Mervin,  Sir  Harry,  Lady  Syca¬ 
more,  Fanny,  Gipsies. 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Flarry  don’t  walk  fo  fall,  we  are  not 
tunning  for  a  wager. 

Sir  Har.  Hough,  hough*  hough. 

La.  Syc.  Hey  day,  you  have  got  a  cough  ;  I  fhall  have 
you  laid  up  upon  my  hands  prefently. 

Sir  Han  No  no,  my  lady,  ’tis  only  the  old  affair. 

La.  Syc.  Come  here*  and  let  me  tye  this  handker¬ 
chief  about  your  neck  ;  you  have  put  yourfelf  into  a 
inuck-fweat  already  ( Ties  a  handkerchief  about  his  neck) 
Have  you  taken  your  Bardana  this  morning?  I  war¬ 
rant  ybu  no  now,  though  you  have  been  complaining 
of  twitches  two  or  three  times;  and  you  know  the 
gouty  feafon  is  coming  on.  Why  will  you  be  fo 
neglectful  of  your  health.  Sir  Harry  ?  I  proteft  I  am 
forced  tO  watch  you  like  an  infant. 

Sir  Har.  My  lovey  takes  care  of  die,  and  I  am 
obliged  to  her. 

La.  Syc.  Well,  but  you  ought  to  mind  rfte  then, 
fmee  you  are  fatisfied  I  never  fpeak  but  for  your  good. 
I  thought*  Mifs  Sycamore,  you  were  to  have  fol¬ 
lowed  your  papa  and  me  into  the  garden.-— How 
far  did  you  go  with  that  wench  ? 

Theo.  They  are  gypfies,  madam,  they  fay.  Indeed 
I  don’t  know  what  they  are.  1 

La.  Syc.  I  wifh,  mifs,  you  would  learn  to  give  a  ra¬ 
tional  anfwer— • 

Sir  Har.  Eh!  What’s  that?  Gipfies !  HaVewcgip- 
fies  here  ?  Vagrants,  that  pretend  to  a  knowledge  of 
future  events  ;  diviners;  fortune-tellers? 

Fan.  Yes,  your  worfhip  ;  we’ll  tell  your  fortune,  or 
her  ladyfhip’s,  for  a  crum  of  bread,  or  a  little  broken 
victuals,  what  you  throw  to  your  dogs,  an  pleafe  you. 

Sir  Har *  Broken  victuals,  huffy  !  How  do  you  think 
ive  fhould  have  broken  victuals  ?  If  we  were  at  home, 
indeed,  perhaps  you  might  get  fome  fuch  thing  from 
the  cook  ;  but  here  we  are  only  on  a  vilit  to  a  friend’s 
houfe,  and  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  kitchen  at  all. 

F  2  La.  Sye, 
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La.  Syc.  And  do  you  think,  Sir  Harry,  it  is  necef- 
fary  to  give  the  creature  an  account. 

Sir  Har .  No,  love,  no ;  but  what  can  you  fay  to  ob- 

fiinatepeople  ? - Get  you  gone,  bold  face - 1  once 

knew  a  merchant’s  wife  in  the  City,  my  Lady,  who  had 
her  fortune  told  by  fome  of  thofe  gipfies.  They  faid 
fhe  (h  ould  die  at  luch  a  time  3  and  I  warrant,  as  fure 
as  the  day  came,  the  poor  gentlewoman  actually  died 

-with  the  conceit - Come,  Dofiy,  your  mama  and  I 

are  going  to  take  a  walk- - My  Lady,  will  you  have 

hold  of  my  arm  ? 

*  La.  Syc.  No,  Sir  Harry,  I  choofe  to  go  by  myfelf. 

Mcr.  Now,  love,  affift  me  {"Turning  to  the  gipfies) 
Follow,  and  take  all  your  cues  from  me. — Nay,  but 
good  lady  and  gentleman,  you  wont  go  without  re¬ 
membering  the  poor  gipfies. 

Sir  Har.  Hey  !  here  is  all  the  gang  after  us. 

Gip  Pray,  your  noble  honour. 

La.  Syc.  Come  back  into  the  garden,  wefhall  be  co¬ 
vered  with  vermin. 

Gip.  Out  of  the  bowels  of  your  commiiTeration. 

La.  Syc.  They  prefs  upon  us  more  and  more  ;  yet 
that  girl  has  no  mind  to  leave  them  ;  I  Ihall  found 
away. 

Sir  Har.  Don’t  be  frighten’d,  my  lady ;  let  me  ad¬ 
vance. 

AIR. 

You  vile  pack  of  vagabonds  what  do  ye  mean  ? 

Til  maul you ,  rafcallions , 

Ye  tatter  demallions — 

If  one  of  them  comes  within  reach  of  my  cane. 

Such  cur  fed  afjurance , 

’Tis  paf  all  endurance . 

Nay,  nay ,  pray  come  away . 

They’re  lyars  and  thieves. 

And  he  that  believes 
Their  foolijh  predictions 
JVill find  them  but  fictions , 

A  bubble  that  always  deceives . 
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SCENE  VIII. 

Mervin,  Theodosia,  Fanny,  Gipsies. 

Fanny.  Oh  !  mercy,  dear, - The  gentleman  is  fo 

hold,  ’tis  well  if  he  does  not  bring  us  into  trouble. 
Who  knows  but  this  may  be  a  juftice  of  peace  $  and 
fee,  he’s  following  them  into  the  garden. 

i ft  Gipfey .  Well,  ’tis  all  your  feeking.  Fan. 

Fan.  We  fhall  have  warrants  to  take  us  up,  I’ll  be 
hang’d  elfe.  We  had  better  run  away,  the  fervants  will 
come  out  with  flicks  to  lick  us. 

Mer .  Curfed  ill  fortune—  {Here  Mervin  returns  with 
gipfies)  She’s  gone,  and,  perhaps,  I  fhall  not  have  ano¬ 
ther  opportunity - And  you,  ye  blundering  block¬ 
heads,  I  won’t  give  you  a  halfpenny - Why  did  you 

not  clap  too  the  garden-door,  when  I  called  to  you, 
before  the  young  lady  got  in  ?  The  key  was  on  the 
out- fide,  which  would  have  given  me  fome  time  for  an 
explanation. 

2 d  Gip.  An  pleafe  your  honour  I  was  dubus. 

Mer.  Dubus  !  plague  choak  ye - However,  it  is 

fome  fatisfadtion  that  I  have  been  able  to  let  her  fee 
me,  and  know  where  I  am — ( Turning  to  the  gipfies ,  who 
go  off)  Go,  get  you  gone,  all  of  you,  about  ycur  bufi- 
nefs. 

Theo.  Difappeared,  fled  ! - \Theodofia  appears  in  the 

pavilion)  Oh,  how  unlucky  this  is  !  Could  he  not 
have  patience  to  wait  a  moment. 

Merv.  I  know  not  what  to  refolve  on. 

Theo.  Hem  ! 

Mer.  I’ll  go  back  to  the  garden-door. 

Theo.  Mr.  Mervin  ! 

Mer.  What  do  I  fee!  ’Tis  fhe,  ’tis  fhe  herfelf ! 

Oh,  Theodofia! - Shall  I  climb  the  wall  and  come 

up  to  you  ? 

Theo.  No  ;  fpeak  foftly,  Sir  Harry  and  my  Lady  fit 
below  at  the  end  of  the  walk.  How  much  am  I  obliged 
to  you  for  taking  this  trouble. 

Mer.  When  their  happinefs  is  at  flake,  what  is  it 
men  will  not  attempt  ?  Say  but  you  love  me. 

Theo.  What  proof  would  you  have  me  give  you  ?  I 
know  but  of  one  :  if  you  pleafe,  I  am  willing  to  go  off 
with  you.  Mer. 
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Mer .  Are  you  ?  Would  to  Heaven  I  had  brought  2 
carriage  1 

Tbeo.  How  did  you  come  ?  Have  you  not  horfes  ? 

Mer.  No,  there's  another  misfortune  ;  to  avoid  fuf- 
picion,  there  being  but  one  little  public-houfe  in  the 
village,  I  difpatched  my  fervant  with  them,  about  an 
hour  ago,  to  wait  for  me  at  a  town  twelve  miles  diftant, 
whither  I  pretended  to  go  alfo  ;  but  alighting  a  mile 
off,  I  equipt  myfelf,  and  came  back  as  you  fee  ;  nei¬ 
ther  can  we,  nearer  than  this  town,  get  a  poft-chaife. 

Thco.  You  fay  you  have  made  a  confidant  of  the  mil¬ 
ler's  fon  :  return  to  your  place  of  rendezvous  ;  my  fa¬ 
ther  has  been  afked  this  moment,  by  Lord  Aimworth, 
who  is  in  the  garden,  to  take  a  walk  with  him  down 
to  the  mill  :  they  will  go  before  dinner,  and  it  fhall  bef 
hard  if  I  cannot  contrive  to  be  one  of  the  company. 

Mer.  And  what  then  ? 

Theo.  Why,  in  the  mean  time,  you  may  devife  fome 
method  to  carry  me  from  hence  ;  and  I'll  take  care  you 
fhall  have  an  opportunity  of  communicating  it  to  me, 

Mer.  Well,  but  dear  Theodofia — — 

A  I  R. 

The.  Hifty  hlft  !  I  hear  my  mother  call f 

Pr  ythee  be  gone , 

JV I’ll  meet  anon.  — 

Catch  thisy  and  this — ■ 

Bloiu  me  a  kifsy 

In  pledge-promts' d  truth,  that’s  all. 

Farewell  l— and  yet  a  ?no?nent  Jlajyy 

Something  beftde  I  have  to  fay : 

Well,  ’tis  forgot  j— 

No  matter  what. 

Love  grant  us  grace , 

The  mill’s  the  place. 

She  calls  again ,  I  muft  away . 


SCENE 
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SCENE  IX. 

«n  ' 

Mervin,  Fanny. 

Fan.  Pleafe  your  honour,  you  were  fo  kind  as  to  fay, 
you  would  remember  my  fellow-travellers  for  their 
trouble,  and  they  think  I  have  gotten  the  money. 

Mer.  Oh,  here  !  give  them  this  ( Gives  her  money) 
And  for  you,  my  dear  little  pilot,  you  have  brought 
me  fo  cleverly  through  my  bufinefs,  that  I  muft - 

Fan.  Oh,  Lord  !  your  honour- —  ( Mervln  kijjes  her) 
Pray  don’t - kifs  me  again. 

Merv.  Again,  and  again— -There’s  a  thought  come 
into  my  head.  Theodofia  will  certainly  have  no  ob¬ 
jection  to  putting  on  a  drefs  of  the  fifter  of  mine.  So, 
and  fo  only,  we  may  efcape  to  Night.  This  girl,  for 
a  little  money,  will  provide  us  with  neceffaries — — 

Fan.  Dear,  gracious !  I  warrant  you  now  I  am  as 
red  as  my  petticoat.  Why  would  you  royfter  and 

towzel  one  fo  ? - If  Ralph  was  to  fee  you,  he’d  be 

as  jealous  as  the  vengeance.  » 

Mer.  Hang  Ralph!  Never  mind  him.  There’s  a 
guinea  for  thee. 

Fan.  What,  a  golden  guinea  ? 

Mer.  Yes ;  and,  if  thou  art  a  good  girl,  and  do  as  X 
defire  thee,  thou  {halt  have  twenty. 

Fan.  Ay,  but  not  all  gold. 

Mer.  As  good  as  that  is. 

Fan.  Shall  I  though,  if  I  does  as  you  bids  me  ? 

Merrj.  You  (hall. 

Fan.  Precious  heart !  He’s  a  fwcet  gentleman  !  Ecod 
I  have  a  great  mind - 

Mer.  What  art  thou  thinking  about  ? 

Fan.  Thinking,  your  honour  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Mer.  Indeed,  fo  merry. 

Fan.  I  don’t  know  what  I  am  thinking  about,  not  I 
r— Ha,  ha,  ha  ! - Twenty  guineas  ! 

Mer.  I  tell  thee  thou  fnalt  have  them. 

Fan.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Mer.  By  Heaven  lam  ferious. 
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Fan.  Ha,  ha,  hal  Why  then  I’ll  do  whatever  your 
honour  pleafes. 

Mer.  Stay  here  a  little,  to  fee  that  all  keeps  quiet. 
You’ll  find  me  prefently  at  the  mill,  where  we’ll  talk 
farther. 


AIR; 

Yes,  9 its  decreed ',  thou  maid  divine , 

I  muft ,  I  willy  poffcfs  thee. 

Oh,  vjhat  delight  within  my  arms  to  prefs  thee  ! 
To  kifs  and  call  thee  mine  ! 

Let  me  this  only  hlifs  enjoy , 

Lhat  ne'er  can  wajle ,  that  ne'er  can  cloy , 

All  other  pleafures  I  reftgn. 

Why  jhould  we  dally , 

Stand  Jhilli  Jhally  ? 

Let  Fortune  [mile  or  frowrr. 

Love  will  attend  us. 

Love  will  befriend  us. 

And  all  our  wijhes  crown* 


SCENE, 
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SCENE  X. 

F  A  N  N  Y,  R  A  L  P  H* 

Fan.  What  a  dear  kind  foul  he  is - here  comes 

Ralph - 1  can  tell  him,  unlefs  he  makes  me  his 

lawful  wife,  as  he  has  often  faid  he  would,  the  devil 
a  word  more  fhall  he  fpeak  to  me* 

Ral.  So  Fan,  where’s  the  gentleman? 

Fan.  Why  how  fhould  I  know  Where  he  is,  what 
do  you  afk  me  for  ? 

Ral.  There’s  no  harm  in  putting  a  civil  queffion, 
be  there  ?  why  you  look  as  crofs  and  ill  natured — * 

Fan.  Well,  mayhap  I  do — and  mayhap  I  may 
have  wherewithal  for  it. 

Ral.  Why  has  the  gentleman  offered  any  thing  un¬ 
civil  ?  ecod  Fd  try  a  bout  as  foon  as  look  at  him. 

Fan.  He  offer — --no - he’s  a  gentleman  every 

inch  of  him ;  but  you  are  fenfible  Ralph,  you  have 
been  promifmg  me  a  great  while,  this,  and  that, 
and  t’other,  and  when  all  comes  to  all,  I  don’t  fee  but 
you  are  like  the  refb  of  them* 

Ral.  Why  what  is  it  I  have  promifed  ? 

Fan.  To  marry  me  in  the  church,  you  have  a  hun¬ 
dred  times. 

Ralph.  Well,  and  mayhap  I  will}  if  you’ll  have 
patience* 

Fan.  Patience  me  no  patience,  you  may  do  it  now 
if  you  pleafe. 

Ral.  Well,  but  fuppofe  I  don’t  pleafe  ;  I  tell  you 
fan  you’re  a  fool,  and  want  to  quarrel  with  your 
bread  and  butter;  I  have  had  anger  enow  from  feyther 
already,  upon  you’re  account,  and  you  want  me  to 
come  by  more;  as  I  faid,  if  you  have  patience,  may¬ 
hap  things  may  fall  out,  and  mayhap  not. 

Fan.  With  all  my  hes-rt  then  ;  and  now  I  know 
your  mind,  you  may  go  hang  yourfelf. 

Ral.  Ay,  ay. 

G  Ran, 
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Fan.  Yes,  you  may — who  cares  for  you  ? 

Ral,  Well,  and  who  cares  for  you,  an  you  go  to 
that  ? 

Fan.  A  menial  feller — go  mind  your  mill  and  your 
drudgery,  I  don’t  think  you  worthy  to  wipe  my  fhoes, 
—•feller. 

Ral.  Nay  but  Fan,  keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your 
head^  odds  flefh  !  I  would  fain  know  what  fly  bites  all 
of  a  fudden  now. 

Fan.  Marry  come  up,  the  belt  gentlemen’s  fons  in 
the  county  have  made  me  proffers,  and  if  one  is  a 
Mifs,  be  a  Mifs  to  a  gentleman  I  fay,  that  will  give 
Qne  fine  cloathes,  and  take  one  to  fee  the  fhow,  and 
put  money  in  one’s  pocket. 

Ral.  Whu,  whu  (whilflling,  fl)c  hits  him  a  flap,  in 
the.,  face)  what’3  that  for  ? 

Fan.  What  do  you  whiffle  for  then  !  Do  you  think 
Lam  a  dog? 

Ral.  Never  from  me  Fan,  if  I  have  not  a  mind  to 
give  you  with  this  1  witch  in  my  hand  here,  as  good  a 
lacing — 

Fan.  T ouch  me  if  you  dare,  touch  me  ;  and  I’ll 
fwear  my  life  againff  you. 

Ral.  A  murrain  !  with  her  damn’d  little  lift,  as  hard 
as  fhe  could  draw. 

Fan.  Well,  its  good  enough  for  you  ;  I’m  not  ne- 
ce hated  to  take  up  with  the  impurence  of  fuch  a  low¬ 
in' 'd  monkey  as  you  are - A  gentleman’s  my  friend, 

and  I  can  have  twenty  guineas  in  my  hand,  all  aa 
good  gold  as  that  is. 

Ral.  Belike  from  this  Londoner,  eh  ? 

i,  J 

Fan.  Yes  from  him — — fo  you  may  take  your  pro¬ 
mt  ife  of  marriage,  I  don’t  value  it  that  (/pits)  and  if 
you  fpeak  to  me,  I’ll  flap  your  chops  again. 


AIR 
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k 

A  I  R. 

Lord  Sir ,  you  feem  mighty  uneafy , 

But  I  the  refufal  can  bear  ; 

/  warrant  I  Jhall  not  run  crazy > 

Nor  die ,  a  Jit  of  defpair . 

#/*  J'uppofe  you're  miftaken , 

.fbr  S7r,  to  know  ; 

Tm  not  fuch  a  maiden  forfaken , 

But  I  have  tivo  firings  to  my  bow. 

■  »  . 

SCENE  XL 

Ralph. 

Indeed!  now  I’ll  be  judg’d  by  any  foul  living  in  the 
world,  if  ever  there  was  a  viler  piece  of  treachery  than 
this  here ;  there  is  no  fuch  a  thing  as  a  true  friend 
upon  the  face  of  the  globe,  and  fo  I  have  faid  a  hun¬ 
dred  times  !  a  couple  of  bafe  deceitful — after  all  my 
love  and  kindnefs  Ihewn,  W ell.  I’ll  be  revenged,  fee 
an  I  ben’t — Mailer  Marvint,  that’s  his  name,  an  he 
do  not  lham  it ;  he  has  come  here  and  difguifed  un- 
felf ;  whereof  ’tis  contrary  to  law  lb  to  do  ;  befides,  I 
do  partly  know  why  he  did  it  \  and  I’ll  hlh  out  the 
whole  conjuration,  and  go  up  to  the  callle  and  tell 
every  fylable ;  a  lhan’t  carry  a  wench  from  me,  were 
he  twenty,  times  the  mon  he  is  and  twenty  times  to 
that  again ;  and  moreover  than  fo,  the  firh  time  I  meet 
un.  I’ll  knock  un  down,  tho’f ’twas  before  my  lord  him 
felf ;  and  he  may  capias  me  for  it  afterwards,  an  he 
wull— 
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A  I  R. 

I’m  infuch  a  paffion ,  but  let  ’ em  take  care  on  t% 

Or  elfe  by  the  mackins ,  before  they’re  aivare  on  if 
' They’ll  pay  for  their  gamefomenefs  dear  ; 

The  Jirfi  and  the  bej},  whomfomdever  they  bcy 
Shall  find ,  if  they  offer  to  play  upon  ?ney 
'They  take  the  zvrong  fow  by  the  ear . 

I  have  been  a  fool  to  this  Londonjhire  Jhavery 
But  now  fince  I  fees  his  ungrateful  hehavery 
Pll  with  him  turn  o’er  a  new  leaf ; 

And  if  /  don  t  fpeedily  ferve  ’em  a  tricky 
Shall  make  both  my  lady  and  gentleman  ficky 
IVhy  fay  that  my  name  is  not  Ralph. 

SCENE  XII. 

Changes  to  a  room  in  the  Mill ;  two  chairs  with  a  table y 

and  a  tankard  of  beer. 

Fairfield,  Giles. 

Fairf.  In  fhort,  farmer,  I  don’t  know  what  to  fay  to 
thee.  I  have  fpoken  to  her  all  I  can  ;  but  I  think  chil¬ 
dren  were  born  to  pull  the  grey  hairs  of  their  parents 
to  the  grave  with  forrow. 

Giles.  Nay  mafter  Fairfield  don’t  take  on  about  it; 
belike  Mifs  Pat  has  another  love,  and  if  fo,  in 
Heaven’s  name  be’t  :  what’s  one  man’s  meat  as  the 
faying  is  is  another  man’s  poifon.  And  thof,  fome 
might  find  me  well  enough  to  their  fancy,  fet  in  cafe  I 
don’t  fuit  her’s,  why  there’s  no  harm  done. 

Fairf  Well  but  neighbour,  I  have  put  that  to  her ; 
and  the  ftory  is,  fhe  has  no  inclination  to  marry  any 
one ;  all  fhe  defires,  is,  to  ftay  at  home  and  take  care 
of  me. 

Giles.  Mafter  Fairfield- — —here’s  towards  your  good 
health. 

Fairf, \ 
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Fairf.  Thank  thee  friend  Giles — and  here’s  towards 

thine - 1  promife  thee  had  things  gone  as  we  pro- 

pofed,  thou  fhould’fl  have  had  one  half  of  what  I  was 
worth,  to  the  uttermoft  farthing. 

Giles.  Why  to  be  fure  Mailer  Fairfield,  I  am  not  the 
lefs  obligated  to  your  good-will ;  but  as  to  that  matter, 
had  I  married,  it  fhould  not  have  been  for  the  lucre  of 
gain  ;  but  if  I  do  like  a  girl,  do  you  fee,  I  do  like  her ; 
ay,  and  I’ll  take  her,  faving  refpecl,  if  fhe  had  not  a 
fecond  petticoat. 

Fairf.  Well  faid - where  love  is,  with  a  little  in- 

duflry,  what  have  a  young  couple  to  be  afraid  of?  and 
by  the  lord  Harry,  for  ail  that’s  pafl,  I  cannot  help 
thinking  we  fhall  bring  our  matters  to  bear  yet — Young 
women  you  know  friend  Giles  ! 

Giles.  Why  that’s  what  I  have  been  thinking  with 
myfelf,  mailer  Fairfield. 

Fairf.  Come  then,  mend  thy  draught — duce  take  me, 
if  I  let  it  drop  fo.  But  in  any  cafe  don’t  you  go  to 
make  yourfelf  uneafy. 

Giles.  Uneafy  mafler  Fairfield,  what  good  would 

that  do. - For  farten,  feeing  how  things  were,  I 

fhould  have  been  very  glad  they  had  gone  accordingly ; 
but  if  they  change,  ’tis  no  fault  of  mine,  you  know, 

AIR. 

'Zooks  !  why  Jhould  I  fit  down  and  grieve  ? 

No  cafe  fo  fad ,  there  may  nt  be  had , 

Some  medicine  to  relieve . 

Mere  s  what  mafers ,  all  difafers  : 

With  a  cup  of  nut-brown  beer , 

Thus  my  drooping  thoughts  I  cheer  ; 

If  one  pretty  damfel  fail  me. 

From  another  I  may  fndy 
Return  more  kind ; 

What  a  murrain  then  Jhould  ail  me  f 
All  girls  are  not  of  a  mind . 

He's  a  child  that  wimpers  for  a  toy , 

So  here's  to  thee ,  honcjl  boy . 


SCENE 
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SCENE  XIII. 

Fairfield,  Lord  Aimworth. 

Fairf  O  the  goodnefs,  his  lordfhip’s  honour - you 

are  come  into  a  litter’d  place,  my  noble  fir  —  the  arm 

chair  here - will  it  pleafe  your  honour  to  repofe  you, 

on  this  till  a  better - 

L.  Aim.  Thank  you  Miller,  there’s  no  occafion  for 

either - 1  only  want  to  fpeak  a  few  words  to  you,  and 

have  company  waiting  for  me  without. 

Fairf.  Without - -won’t  their  honours  favour  my 

poor  hovel  fo  far - 

L.  Aim.  No  Miller,  let  them  flay  where  they  are — 
I  find  you  are  about  marrying  your  daughter — 1  know 
the  great  regard  my  mother  had  for  her,  and  am  fatis- 
fied  that  nothing  but  her  fudden  death,  could  have  pre¬ 
vented  her  leaving  her  a  handfome  provifion. 

Fairf.  Dear  my  lord,  your  noble  mother,  you,  and 
all  ycur  family,  have  heap’d  favours  on  favours,  on  my 
poor  child. 

L.  Aim.  Whatever  has  been  done  for  her  fhe  has 
fully  merited - 

Fairf.  Why  to  be  fure,  my  lord,  fhe  is  a  very  good 
girl. 

L.  Aim.  Poor  old  man — but  thofe  are  tears  of  fatis- 
fa£lion — -here  mailer  Fairfield,  to  bring  matters  to  a 
fhort  conclufion,  here  is  a  bill  of  a  thousand  pounds.— 
Portion  your  daughter  with  what  you  think  convenient 
of  it. 

Fairf.  A  thoufand  pound  my  lord !  pray  excufe  me  ; 
excufe  me  worthy  fir,  too  much  has  been  done  already* 
and  we  have  no  pretenfions. 

L.  Aim .  I  infill  upon  your  taking  it - Put  it  up 

and  fay  no  more. 

Fairf  Well  my  lord,  if  it  mull  be  fo;  but  indeed, 
indeed  - 

L.  Aim.  In  this  I  only  fullfil  what  I  am  fatisfied 
Would  pleafe  my  mother.  As  to  myfelf,  I  fhall  take 

upon 
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lipon  me  all  the  expences  of  Patty’s  wedding,  and 
have  already  given  orders  about  it. 

Fair.  Alas  Sir,  you  are  too  good,  too  generous  ; 
but  I  fear  we  Ihall  not  be  able  to  profit  of  your  kind 
intentions,  unlefs  you  will  condefcend  to  fpeak  a 
little  to  Patty. 

L .  Aim.  How  fpeak  ! 

Fair .  Why  my  lord,  I  thought  we  had  pretty  well 
ordered  all  things  concerning  this  marriage,  but  all  on 
a  fudden,  the  girl  has  taken  it  into  her  head,  rfbt  to 
have  the  farmer,  and  declares  Ihe  will  never  marry  at 

all- - but  I  know  my  lord,  file’ll  pay  great  refpedl 

to  any  thing  you  fay ;  and  if  you’ll  but  lay  your  com¬ 
mands  on  her  to  marry  him,  1  am  fure  file’ll  do  it. 

L.  Aim.  Who,  I  lay  my  commands  on  her  ? 

Fair.  Yes,  pray  my  lord  do;  I’ll  fend  her  into 
you. 

L.  Aim.  Mafter  Fairfield  !  (  Fairfield  goes  ont  and. 
returns)  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this  ?  refufe  to 
marry  the  farmer  !  How,  why  ?  My  heart  is  thrown 
in  an  agitation,  while  every  ftep  I  take  ferves  but  to 
lead  me  into  new  perplexities. 

Fair.  She’s  coming,  my  lord,  I  faid  you  were  here; 
and  I  humbly  beg  you  will  tell  her,  you  infill  upon 
the  match  going  forward  ;  tell  her  you  infill  upon’ 
it  my  lord,  and  fpeak  a  little  angrily  to  her. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  XIV. 

• '  Lord  Aimworth,  Patty. 

Pat.  Yet  another  conflict  !  well,  ’tis  the  laff,  and  t 
muft  go  through  it., 

L.  Aim.  I  came  hither,  Patty,  in  confequence  of 
our  eonverfation  this  morning,  to  render  your  change 
of  date  as  agreeable  and  happy  as  I  could  ;  but 
your  father  tells  me,  you  have  fallen  out  with  the 
farmer;  has  any  thing  happened  fince  I  faw  you  lafl:, 
to  alter  your  good  opinion  of  him  ? 

Pat .  No  my  lord,  I  am  in  the  fame  opinion  with 
regard  to  the  farmer  now,  that  I  always  was. 

L.  Aim.  I  thought,  Patty,  you  loved  him,  you  told 
me  ? 

Pat.  My  lord  !  •  . 

L.  Aim.  Well,  no  matter — It  feems  I  have  been  mis¬ 
taken  in  that  particular — Poflibly  your  affections  are 
engaged  elfewhere ;  let  me  but  know  the  man  that 
can  make  you  happy,  and  I  fwear - 

Pat.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  take  too  much  trouble 
upon  my  account. 

L.  Aim.  Perhaps  Patty,  you  love  Somebody  fo  much 
beneath  you,  you  are  aihamed  to  own  it ;  but  your 
efteem  confers  a  value  wherefoever  it  is  placed — I  was 
too  harfh  with  you  this  morning;  our  inclinations  are 
not  in  our  own  power  ;  they  matter  the  wifefl:  of  us. 

Pat.  Pray,  pray  my  lord,  talk  not  to  me  in  this 
ffile ;  conllder  me  as  one  deftined  by  birth  and  fortune 
to  the  meaneff  condition  and  offices;  who  has  unhap¬ 
pily  been  too  apt  to  imbibe  fentiments  contrary  to 
them  ;  let  me  conquer  a  heart  where  pride  and  vanity- 
have  ufurpcd  an  improper  rule,  and  learn  to  know  my-< 
Self,  of  whom  I  have  been  too  long  ignorant. 

.  L .  Aim.  Perhaps,  Patty,  you  love  fome  one  fo  much 
above  you,  you  are  afraid  to  own  it. — If  fo,  be  his 
rank  what  it  will,  he  is  to  be  envied;  for  the  love  of 
a  woman  of  virtue,  beauty,  and  Sentiment,  does 

honour 
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honour  to  a  monarch  —  What  means  that  downcaft 
look,  thofe  tears,  thofe  blufhes  ?  Dare  you  not  confide 

in  me - Do  you  think  Patty,  you  have  a  friend  in 

the  world  would  fympathize  with  you  more  fincerely 

than  I. 

Pat.  What  fhall  I  anfwer  ?  No  my  lord,  you  have 
ever  treated  me  with  a  kindnefs,  a  generofity  of  which 
none  but  minds  like  your’s  are  capable  ;  you  have  been 
my  inftriufior,  my  advifer ;  my  protedlor :  but,  my 
lord,  you  have  been  too  good ;  when  our  fuperiors  for¬ 
get  the  difiance  between  us,  we  are  fometimes  led  to 
forget  it  too;  had  you  been  lefs  condefcending,  per¬ 
haps  I  had  been  happier. 

L.  Aim.  And  have  I,  Patty,  have  I  made  you  un¬ 
happy  ;  I,  who  would  facrifice  my  own  felicity  to 
fecure  yours  ? 

Pat.  I  beg  my  lord,  you  will  fuffer  me  to  begone ; 
only  believe  me  fenfible  of  all  your  favours,  tho*  un¬ 
worthy  of  the  fmalieft. 

L.  Aim.  How  unworthy!  you  merit  every  thing, 
my  refpedf,  my  efleem,  my  friendfhip,  and  my  love  ! 
yes  I  repeat,  I  avow  it ;  your  beauty,  your  modefiy, 
your  underftanding,  has  made  a  conqueft  of  my  heart; 
but  what  a  world  do  we  live  in  ?  that  while  I  own 
this,  while  I  own  a  pafiion  for  you,  founded  on  the 
jufteft,  the  nobleft  bafis  ;  I  miift  at  the  fame  time  con- 
fefs,  the  fear  of  that  world,  its  taunts,  its  reproaches— 

Pat.  Ah  Sir,  think  better  of  the  creature  you  have 
raifed,  than  to  fuppofe  I  ever  entertained  a  hope 
tending  to  your  dishonour  :  would  that  be  a  return 
for  the  favours  I  have  received?  would  that  be  a. 
grateful  reverence  for  the  memory  of  her — -pity  and 
pardon  the  difiurbance  of  a  mind  that  fears  to  enquire 
too  minutely  into  its  own  fcnfations - 1  am  unfor¬ 

tunate  my  lord,  but  not  criminal. 

L.  Aim.  Patty,  v/e  are  both  unfortunate  ;  for  my 
own  part,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  to  you,  or  what 
propofe  to  myfelf. 

Pat.  Then  my  lord,  ’tis  mine  to  a£f  as  I  ought : 

while  I  am  honoured  with  a  place  in  your  efteem, 

H  imao-hie 
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imagine  me  not  infenfible  of  fo  high  a  diftin£tion,  or 
capable  of  lightly  turning  my  thoughts  towards  ano¬ 
ther. 

L.  Aim.  How  cruel  is  my  fituation !  I  am  here 
Patty,  to  command  you  to  marry  the  man  who  has 
given  us  fo  much  uneafinefs. 

Pat.  My  lord,  I  am  convinced  it  is  for  your  credit 
and  my  fafety,  it  fhould  be  fo  j  I  hope  I  have  not  fo 
ill  profited  by  the  leffons  of  your  noble  mother,  but  I 
fhall  be  able  to  do  my  duty  wherever  I  am  call’d  to 
it ;  this  will  be  my  firft  fupport,  time  and  reflection 

will  compleat  the  work* 

■»  ♦ 

AIR. 

Ceafe  oh  ceafe ,  to  overwhelm  me± 

IVith  excefs  of  bounty  rarey 
What  am  If  what  have  If  tell  me , 

To  deferve  your  meanejl  care  f 
9 Gainjl  our  fate  in  vains  refinance , 

~  Let  me  then  no  grief  difclofe ; 

But  refign'd  at  humble  dlftance , 

Offer  vows  for  your  repofe. 

SCENE  XV. 

Lord  Aimworth,  Patty,  Sir  Harry  Syca-^ 
more,  Theodosia,  Giles* 

Sir  Har .  No  juftice  of  peace,  no  bailiffs,  no  head- 
borough  !  Why  gypfies  are  as  great  a  nufance  in  this 
country,  as  rats  were  in  the  ifland  where  Wittington 
went  to. 

L.  Aim.  What’s  the  matter,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  The  matter  my  lord,  while  I  was  examin¬ 
ing  the  conftrudtion  of  the  mill  without,  for  I  have 
fome  fmall  notion  of  mechanics,  Mifs  Sycamore  had 
like  to  have  been  run  away  with  by  a  gypfey  man. 

Theo . 
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Theo .  Dear  papa,  how  C2n  you  talk  To  ?  did  not  I 
tell  you  it  was  at  my  own  defire,  the  poor  fellow  went 
to  fhew  me  the  canal. 

Sir  Har.  Hold  your  tongue,  Mifs  Sycamore,  I  un¬ 
derhand  what  I  am  faying.  I  don’t  know  any  bufi- 
nefs  you  had  to  let  him  come  near  you  at  aii :  we 
have  flayed  fo  long  too,  your  Mama  gave  us  but 
half  an  hour,  and  fhe’ll  be  frightened  out  of  her  wits— * 
(he’ll  think  fome  accident  has  happened  to  me. 

Z.  Aim.  I’ll  wait  upon  you  when  you  pleafe.  • 

Sir  Har.  O  but  my  lord,  here’s  a  poor  fellow  tells 
us  a  difmal  flory — it  feems  his  miflrefs  has  conceived 
fome  difgufl  againfl  him  ;  pray  has  her  father  fpoke  to 
you  tointerpofe  your  authority  in  his  behalf? 

Giles.  If  his  lordfhip’s  honour  would  be  fo  kind,  I 
would  acknowledge  the  favour  as  far  as  in  me  lay. 

Sir  Har.  Hold  your  tongue,  let  me  fpeak ;  did  not 
the  miller. tell  you  he  had  given  you  a  thoufand  pounds 
portion  [takes  lord  Aimworth  afide)  a  word  or  two  in 
your  lordfhip’s  ear. 

Theo.  Well,  I  do  like  this  gypfey  fcheme  prodigioufly, 
if;  we  can  but  put  it  into  execution  as  happily  as  we 
have  contrived  it  [here  Patty  enters)  fo  my  dear  Patty , 
you  fee  I  am  come  to  return  your  vifit  very  foon  ;  but 
this  is  only  a  call  en  paJJ'ant — will  you  be  at  home  after 
dinner? 

Patty.  Certainly  Madam,  whenever  you  condefcend 
to  honour  me  fo  far;  but  it  is  what  I  cannot  expedl. 

Theo.  O  fye,  why  not — Well  Patty,  I  will  poll- 
tively  fee  you  in  the  evening. 

Pat.  Then  undoubtedly  Madam,  I  fhall  take  ca^e 
not  to  be  out  of  the  way. 

Giles.  Your  fervant,  Mifs  Patty. 

Pat.  Farmer,  your  fervant. 

Sir  Har.  Here  you  goodman  delver,  I  have  done 
your  bufinefs  for  you ;  my  lord  has  fpoke,  and  your 
fortune’s  made ;  a  thoufand  pounds  at  prefent,  and 
better  things  to  .come  ;  his  lordfhip  fays  he  will  be 
your  friend. 

H  % 


Giles  , 
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Giles.  I  do  hope  then,  Mils  Pat.  wiii  make  all  up. 
Sir  Har.  Mifs  Pat.  make  up,  Hand  out  of  the  way, 
I’ll  make  it  up. 

The  quarrels  of  lovers ,  adds  me  !  they  re  a  jejl. 
Come  hither  ye  blockhead  come  hither  : 

So,  now ,  let  us  leave  them  together . 

L.  Aim.  Farewell  then  ! 


Patty. 

Giles. 


'For  ever  ! 


■I  vow  and  protefi. 


3 Twas  kind  of  his  honour , 

To  gain  thus  upon  her. 

We’re  fo  much  beholden ,  it  cant  be  exprefi. 

Theo.  /  feel fomething  here , 

’Tzoixt  hoping  and  fear. 

Hafie,  hajle ,  friendly  night , 

To  Jhelter  our  fight  — ■ 

^Patty*  C  ^  thoufand  difir  adiions  are  rending  my  breajl. 

Patty.  Oh  mercy , 

Giles.  - * - oh  dear  ! 

S  irHar.  Why  Mifs ,  will  you  mind  when  you  re fpoke  to,  or  not ? 
Muft  1 fiand  in  waiting , 

While  you’re  here  a  prating  ? 

Theo*  }  May  evry  felicity  fall  to  your  lot. 

Giles.  She  curtffs ,  look  there , 

What  a  Jhape ,  what  an  air  f 

All.  How  happy  !  hozu  wretched  !  how  tir'd  ami! 

Tour  lordjhip's  obedient ;  your  fervant  j  good  by » 


t.  " 

Ekd  of  the  Second  Act. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


The  Lawn  before  Lord  Aimworth’j  houfe. 

Enter  Lord  Aim  worth,  SzVHarry,  Lady  Syca¬ 
more,  and  Ralph. 

L.  Syc.  A  Wretch,  a  vile  inconfiderate  wretch,  com- 
mg  °f  hich  a  race  as  mine,  and  having 
an  example  like  me  before  her. 

L .  Aim.  I  beg  madam  you  will  not  difquiet  your felfj 
you  are  told  here,  that  a  gentleman  lately  arrived  from 
London,  has  been  about  the  place  to-day ;  that  he  has 
difguis’d  himfelf  like  a  gipfey,  came  hither,  and  had 
fome  converfation  with  your  daughter ;  you  are  even 
told,  that  there  is  a  defign  formed  for  their  going  off  to- 
ther  ;  butpofiibly  there  maybe  fome  miftake  in  all  this. 

Sir  Har .  Ay;  but  my  lord  the  lad  tells  us  the  gen¬ 
tleman’s  name  ;  we  have  feen  the  gipfies  and  we  know 
fhe  has  had  a  hankering - 

L.  Syc.  Sir  Harry  my  dear,  why  will  you  put  in  your 

word,  when  you  hear  others  fpeaki ng - 1  proteft  my 

lord  I’m  in  fuch  confufion,  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  I 
can  hardly  fupport  myfelf. 

L •  Aim.  This  gentleman  it  feems  is  at  a  little  inn  at 
the  bottom  of  the  hill. 

Sir.  Har.  I  wifh  it  was  pofiible  to  have  a  file  of  muf- 
queteers  my  lord ;  I  could  head  them  myfelf,  being  in 
the  militia,  and  we  would  go  and  feize  him  diredily. 

L.  Aim.  Softly  my  dear  fir;  let  us  proceed  with  a 
little  lefs  violence  in  this  matter,  I  befeech  you.  We 

fhould 
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fhould  firft  fee  the  young  lady - Where  is  Mifs  Sy¬ 

camore,  madam  ? 

L.  Syc.  Really  my  lord  I  don’t  know;  I  faw  her  go 
into  the  garden  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago,  from 
our  chamber  window. 

Sir  Har .  Into  the  garden  !  perhaps  fhe  has  got  an 
inkling  , of  our  being  informed  of  this  affair;  and  is 
gone  to  throw  herfclf  into  the  pond.  Defpair,  my  lord, 
makes' girls  do  terrible  things.  ’Twas  but  the  Wed- 
nefday  before  we  left  London,  that  I  faw,  taken  out  of 
Rofamond’s  pond  in  Saint  James’s  Park,  as  likely  a 
young  woman  as  ever  you  would  defire  to  fet  your  eyes 
on  ;  in  a  new  calamancoe  petticoat,  and  a  pair  of  filver 
buckles  in  her  fhoes. 

L.  Jim.  I  hope  there  is  no  danger  of  any  fuch  fatal 
accident  happening  at  prelent :  but  will  you  oblige  me, 
fir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Surely  my  lord - 

L.  Aim.  W  ill  you  commit  the  whole  direction  of  this 
affair  to  my  prudence  ? 

Sir  Har.  My  dear,  you  hear  what  his  lordfhip  fays. 

L.  Syc.  Indeed  my  lord  I  am  fo  much  afham’d,  I 
don’t  know  what  to  anfwer;  the  fault  of  my  daugh¬ 
ter — 

L.  Ai?n.  Don’t  mention  it,  madam  ;  the  fault  has 
been  mine ;  who  have  been  innocently  the  occafion  of 
a  young  lady’s  tranfgrefling  a  point  of  duty  and  deco¬ 
rum,  which,  otherwife,  fhe  would  never  have  violated. 
But  if  you,  and  fir  Harry,  will  walk  in  and  repole 
vourfelves,  I  hope  to  fettle  every  thing  to  the  general 
fatisfadficn- - 

L.  Syc.  Come  in  fir  Harry  ? 

L.  Aim.  I  am  fure  my  good  friend,  had  I  known  that 
I  was  doing  a  violence  to  Mifs  Sycamore’s  inclinations, 
in  the  happinefs  I  propofed  to  myfelf - - 

Sir  Har.  My  lord  ’tis  all  a  cafe. - My  grandfather 

by  the  mother’s  fide,  was  a  very  fenfible  man — he  was 
elected  knight  of  the  (hire,  in  five  fucceflive  parliaments ; 
and  died  high  fheriff  of  his  county — a  man  of  fine  parts, 
fine  talents,  and  the  curioeft  docker  of  horfes  in  all 

England 


A  COMIC  OPERA. 


55 

England,  but  that  he  did  only  now  and  then,  for 
his  amufement)  And  he  ufed  to  fay,  my  lord,  that  the 
female  fex  were  good  for  nothing  but  to  bring  forth 
children,  and  breed  difturbance. 

L.  Aim .  The  ladies  were  very  little  oblig’d  to  your 
anceftor,  hr  Harry  j  but  for  my  part,  I  have  a  more 
favourable  opinion - 

Sir  Har.  Y ou  are  in  the  wrong,  my  lord  5  with  fub- 
million,  you  are  really  in  the  wrong. 

A  I  R. 

To  fpeak  my  mind ,  of  womankind , 

In  one  word  ’tis  this , 

By  nature  they're  defgn'd , 

To  fay  and  do  amifs. 

Be  they  maids ,  he  they  wives-, 

Alike  they  plague  our  lives ; 

Wanton ,  headjlrong ,  cunning ,  vain9 
Born  to  cheat ,  and  give  men  pain • 

Their  Jludy ,  day  and  night , 

Is  mif chief  their  delight ; 

And  if  we  Jhould  prevent , 

At  one  door  their  intent ; 

They  quickly  turn  about9 
And  find  another  out. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

W Aimworth,  Fairfield,  Ralpfi. 

RaL  Dear  goodnefs,  my  lord,  I  doubts  I  have  done 
fome  wrong  here ;  I  hope  your  honour  v/ill  forgive  me  , 
to  be  fartin  if  I  had  known - - 

L.  Aim.  You  have  done  nothing  but  what’s  very 
right,  my  lad  ;  don’t  make  yourfelf  uneafy.  Flow 
now,  mailer  Fairfield,  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Fairf,  I  am  come  my  lord  to  thank  you  for  your 
bounty,  to  me  and  my  daughter,  this  morning ;  and, 
molt  huqlbly  to  intreat  your  lordfhip,  to  receive  it  at 
our  hands  again. 

L .  Aim.  Ay - why  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Fairf.  I  don’t  know  my  lord ;  it  feems  your  gene- 
rofity  to  my  poor  girl,  has  been  noifed  about  the  neigh¬ 
bourhood;  and  .fome  evil  minded  people  have  put  it 
into  the  young  man’s  head,  that  was  to  marry  her,  that 
you  would  never  have  made  her  a  prefent  fo  much  above 
her  deferts,  and  expectations,  if  it  had  not  been  upon 
fome  naughty  account :  now  my  lord,  I  am  a  poor  man, 
’tis  true,  and  a  mean  one  ;  but  I  and  my  father,  and 
my  father’s  father,  have  liv’d  tenants  upon  your  lord- 
fhip’s  eftate,  where,  we  have  always  been  known  for 
honeft  men  ;  and  it;  lliall  never  be  laid,  that  Fairfield, 
the  miller,  became  rich  in  his  old  days,  by  the  wages  of 
his  child’s  fharne. 

L.  Aim.  What  then,  mailer  Fairfield,  do  you  be¬ 
lieve  < — 

Fairf.  No  my  lord,  no,  Fleaven  forbid  ;  but  when 
I  confider  the  fum,  it  is  too  much  for  us ;  it  is  indeed 
mv  lord,  and  enough  to  make  bad  folks  talk :  befides, 

J  '  m  %  O 

my  poor  girl  is  greatly  alter’d  ;  ihe  us’d  to  be  the  life 
of  every  place  fhe  came  into  ;  but  fince  her  being  at 
home,  I  have  feen  nothing  from  her,  but  fadnefs  and 
watry  eyes. 

1  L .  Aim.  The  farmer  then  refufes  to  marry  Patty, 
notwithflanding  their  late  reconciliation  r 

Fairf. 
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Fairf.  Yes  my  lord,  he  does  indeed ;  and  has  made 
a  wicked  noife,  and  ufed  us  in  a  very  bafe  manner :  I 
did  not  think  farmer  Giles  would  have  been  fo  ready  to 
believe  fuch  a  thing  of  us. 

L.  Aim .  Well  mafter  Fairfield*  I  will  not  prefs  on 
you  a  donation,,  the  rejection  of  which  does  you  fo 
much  credit ;  you  may  take  my  word,  however,  that 
your  fears  upon  this  occafion  are  entirely  groundlefs  ; 
but  this  is  not  enough,  as  I  have  been  the  means  of 
lofing  yaur  daughter  one  hufband,  it  is  but  juft  I  fhould 
get  her  another ;  and,  fince  the  farmer  is  fo  fcrupulous, 
there  is  a  young  man  in  the  houfe  here,  whom  1  have 
fome  influence  over,  and  I  dare  fay,  he  will  be  lefs 
fqueamifh. 

Fairf.  To  be  fure  my  lord,  you  have  in  all  honeft 
ways,  a  right  to  difpofe  of  me  and  mine,  as  you  think 
proper. 

L.  Aim.  Go  then,  immediately,  and  bring  Patty 
hither ;  I  fhall  not  be  eafy  till  I  have  given  you  entire 
fatisfa&ion.  But,  ftay  and  take  a  letter,  which  I  am 
ftepping  into  my  ftudy  to  write ;  I’ll  order  a  chaife  to 
be  got  ready,  that  you  may  go  back  and  forward  with 
greater  expedition. 

AIR. 

Let  me  fly— hence  tyrant  fajhion. 

Teach  i6  fertile  minds  yaur  law ) 

Curb  in  them  each  generous  pajjion , 

Ev’ry  motion  keep  in  awe. 

Shall  I  in  thy  trammels  going, 

Quit  the  idol  of  my  heart ; 

While  it  beats ,  all fervent ,  glowing  ; 

With  my.  life  VI l  foontr  part . 


I 
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SC  E  N  E  III. 

Ralph,  Fan  n  y. 

Fan.  Ralph,  Ralph  f  . 

Ral.  Wh  at  do  you  want  with  me,  eh  ? 

Fan.  Lord,  I  never  knowed  fuch  a  man  as  you  are, 
fince  I  corn’d  into  the  world ;  a  body  can’t  fpeak  to 
you,  but  you  falls  ffraightways  into  a  paffion  ;  I  fol¬ 
low’d  you  up  from  the  houfe,  only  you  run  fo,  there 
was  no  fuch  a  thing  as  overtaking  you,  and  I  have 
been  waiting  there  at  the  back  door  ever  fo  long. 

Ral.  Well,  and  now  you  may  go  and  wait  at  the 
fore  door,  if  you  like  it ;  but  I  forewarn  you  and 
your  gang,  not  to  keep  lurking  about  our  mill  any 
longer,  for  if  you  do,  I’ll  fend  the  conftable  after  you, 
and  have  you  every  mother’s  fit  in  clapt  in  the  county 
gaol  f  you  are  fuch  a  pack  of  thieves,  one  can’t  hang 
fo  much  as  a  rag  to  dry  for  you  ;  it  was  but  the  other 
day  that  a  couple  of  them  came  into  our  kitchen  to 
beg  a  handful  of  dirty  flour  to  make  them  cakes,  and 
before  the  wench  could  turn  about,  they  had  whipped 
off  three  brafs  candlefticks  and  a  potlid. 

Fan.  Well,  fure  it  was  not  I. 

Ral.  Then  you  know  that  old  rafcal,  that  you  call 
father ;  the  laff  time  I  catched  him  laying  fnares  for 
the  hares,  I  told  him  I’d  inform  the  game-keeper, 
and  I’ll  expofe  all — : — 

Fan.  Ah  dear  Ralph,  don’t  be  angry  with  me. 

Ral.  Yes  I  will  be  angry  with  you — what  do  you 
come  nigh  me  for  ? — you  f han’t  touch  me  —  there’s 
the  fkirt  of  my  coat,  and  if  you  do  but  lay  a  finger 
on  it,  my  lord’s  bailiff  is  here  in  the  court,  and  i’ll 
call  him  and  give  you  to  him. 

Fan.  If  you’ll  forgive  me,.  I  go  down  on  my 
knees. 

Ral.  I  tell  you  I  won’t — no,  no,  follow  your  gen¬ 
tleman,  or  go  live  upon  your  old  fare,  crows  and  pole 
cats,  and  fheep  that  die  of  the  rot;  pick  the  dead 

fowl 
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fowl  off  of  dunghills,  and  fquench  your  third:  at  the  next 
ditch,  ’tis  the  fitted:  liquor  to  wafh  down  fuch  dainties 
- — Ikulking  about  from  barn  to  barn  ;  and  lying  upon 
wet  draw,  on  commons,  and  in  green-lanes — go  and 
be  whipt  from  parifh  to  parifh  as  you  ufed  to  be. 

Ft w.  How  can  you  talk  fo  unkind  ? 

Ral.  And  fee  whether  you  will  get  what  will  keep 
you  as  I  did  ;  by  telling  of  fortunes,  and  coming  with 
pillows  under  your  apron,  among  the  young  farmers 
wives,  to  make  believe  you  are  a  breeding,  <c  with 
the  Lord  Almighty  blefs  you  fweet  midrefs,  you  can¬ 
not  tell  how  foon  it  may  be  your  own  cafe.”  You 
know  I  am  acquainted  with  all  your  tricks — and  how 
you  turn  up  the  whites  of  your  eyes,  pretending  you 
were  druck  blind  by  thunder  and.  lightning. 

Fan.  Pray  don’t  be  angry  Ralph. 

Ral.  Yes  but  I  will  tho’ ;  fpread  your  cobwebs  to 
catch  flies,  I  am  an  old  wafp,  and  don’t  value  them  a 
button.  r  r 


'AIR. 

When  you  meet  a  tender  creature , 
Neat  in  limb ,  and  fair  in  feature , 
Full  of  kindnefs  and  good  nature ; 

Prove  as  kind  again  to  Jhe\ 

Happy  mortal !  to  pojj'efs  he*-. 

In  your  bofom ,  warm ,  and  prefs  hery 
Mornings  noon ,  and  night ,  carefs  her . 
And  be  fond ,  as  fond  can  be. 

But  if  one  you  m^t  that's  frow-rardy 
Saucy ,  jilting ,  and  untow-ard. 
Should  you  adt  the  whining  coward 
'Pis  to  mend  her  ne'er  the  whit ; 
Nothing's  tough  enough  to  bind  hery 
Then  agog ,  when  once  you  find  hery 
Let  her  goy  and  never  mind  her ; 
Heart  alive ,  you're  fairly  quit • 

I  2 
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SCENE  IV, 

Fanny, 

I  wifb  I  had  a  draught  of  water-— >1  don’t  know 
what's  come  over  me,  I  have  no  more  ftrength  than 
3  babe,  a  ftraw  would  fling  me  down — he  has  a  heart 
as  hard  as  any  parifh  officer ;  I  don’t  doubt  now,  but  he 
would  ftapd  by  and  fee  me  whipt  himfelf ;  and  we 
fhall  all  be  whipt,  and  all  through  my  means  —  The 
devil  run  away  with  the  gentleman,  and  his  twenty 
guineas  too,  for  leading  me  aflxay ;  if  I  had  known 
Ralph  would  have  taken  it  fo,  I  would  have  hanged 
myfelf  before  I  would  have  faid  a  word — but  I  thought 
he  fod  no  more  gaul  than  a  pidgeon. 

A  I  R, 

O  /  «r vhat  a  Simpleton  was  1, 

To  make  my  bed  at  fuch  a  rate ; 

Now  lay  thee  down>  <vain  fool ,  and  cryt  ■ 

Thy  true  lo've  feeks  another  mat?, 

Ho  tears  alack , 

Will  call  bi:n  back , 

No  tender  words  his  heart  allure  ; 

1  could  bite 

My  tongue,  thro' /pit e, - - — - 

Some  plague  bewitch'd  me  that's  for  fore. 
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SCENE  V. 

Changes  to  a  room  in  the  miller's  houfe. 

Enter  Giles  followed  by  Patty  and  Theodosia, 

f  *’tr 

AIR. 

Giles.  JVotnen's  tongues  are  like  mill  clapper j. 

And from  thence  they  learn  the  knack , 

Of  for  ever  founding  clack , - - 

Why,  what  the  plague’s  the  matter  with  you  ? 
What  do  you  fcold  at  me  for?  I  am  fure  I  did  not 
fay  an  uncivil  word  as  I  do  know  of ;  I’ll  be  judged 
by  the  young  lady  if  I  did. 

Pat.  ’Tis  very  well  farmer,  all  I  dcfire  is,  that 
you  will  leave  the  houfe ;  you  fee  my  father  is  not  at 
Jiome  at  prefent;  when  he  is,  if  you  have  ^ny  thing 
to  fay,  you  know  where  to  come. 

Giles.  Enough  faid,  I  don’t  want  to  {lay  in  the 
houfe  not  I ;  and  I  don’t  much  care  if  I  had  never 
come  into  it. 

Theo.  For  fliame,  farmer,  down  on  your  knees  and 
beg  Mifs  Fairfield's  pardon,  for  the  outrage  you  have 
been  guilty  of. 

Giles.  Beg  pardon  Mifs,  for  what  ? — icod  that’s  well 
enough  ;  why  I  am  my  own  mailer,  ben’t  I  ?  If  I 
haye  no  mind  to  marry,  there’s  no  harm  in  that  I 

hope  ;  ’tis  only  changing  hands - This  morning  fhe 

would  not  have  me,  and  now  I  won’t  have  {he. 

Pat.  Have  you  !  Heav’ns  and  earth ;  do  yo<u  think 
then  ’tis  the  miffing  of  you  that  gives  me  concern  ? 
po  ;  I  would  prefer  a  hate  of  beggary  a  thouiand 
times,  beyond  any  thing  I  could  enjoy  with  you  ;  and 
be  allured,  if  ever  I  was  feemingly  confenting  to  fuch 
a  facrifice,  nothing  Ihould  have  compelled  me  to  it, 
fiut  the  cruelty  of  my  fituatiorn 

Giles* 
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Giles.  O,  as  for  that,  I  believes  you,  but  you  fee 
the  gudgeon  would  not  bite;  as  I  told  you  abitagone 
you  know,  we-  farmers  never  love  to  reap  what  wc 
don’t  fow. 

Pat.  You  brutifh  fellow  how  dare  you  talk — 

Giles,  So  now  fhe’s  in  her  tantarums  again,  and  all 
For  no  manner  of  yearthly  thing. 

pai.  But  be  allured,  my  lord  will  punifh  you  fe- 
verely  for  daring  to  make  free  with  his  name. 

Giles.  Who  made  free  with  it,  did  ever  I  mention 
my  lord  ?  his  a  curfed  lie. 

Thea.  Blefs  me  !  farmer  ? 

Giles .  Why  it  is  Mifs - and  I’ll  make  her  prove 

her  words - then  what  does  Ihe  mean  by  being 

punifhed  ?  I  am  not  afraid  of  nobody,  nor  beholding 
to  nobody,  that  I  know  of;  while  I  pays  my  rent,  my 
money  I  believe,  is  as  good  as  another’s  ;  egad  if  it 
goes  there,  I  think  there  be  thofe  deferve  to  be  punifh¬ 
ed  more  nor  I. 

Put.  Was  ever  unfortunate  creature  purfued  as  I  am, 
by  diflrefTes  and  vexations. 

Tbeo.  My  dear  Patty — See  farmer,  you  have  thrown 
her  into  tears - pray  be  comforted. 

4  %  . 

•  *  '  V  »  *  •*  .  #  ^  ^  j  .»  1  ^ 

A  I  R. 

Patty.  Qb  leave  me  in  pity,  the  falfehood  1  /corn* 

For  Jlander ,  the  bofom  untainted  defies  ; 

But  rudenefs^  and  infult ,  are  not  to  be  borne , 

'  T ho'  offer'd  by  wretches  '-we've  fenfe  to  defpift. 

Of  woman  defencelefs ,  how  cruel  the  fate , 

Pafs  ever fo  cautious ,  fo  blamelefs  her  way; 

Jil  nature,  and.  envy,  lurk  alvjays  in  wait , 

And  innocence  falls  to  their  fury  a  prey , 

**  >  f  -4 

SCENE 


A  COMIC  OPERA.  6^ 

*  *  '  ,  "  *  r|  *  ^  t  *  *  f  •>. 

<V - :  '  •-  •  *  t  .  ’  '*  '  '/  «  v  . .  I  XiJX 

SCENE  VI. 

|  i  i  «  ,  i  ■  -  ,  *  *  **■  . '  1 . ,  ,  f  f  *  r  <*4  ,  '4  #•*  •  • 

Mervin,  Theodosia. 

Theo.  You  are  a  pretty  gentleman,  are  not  you,  to 
fuffer  a  lady  to  be  at  a  rendezvous  before  you  ? 

Mer .  Difficulties  my  dear,  and  dangers — None  of 
the  company  had  two  fuits  of  apparel,  fo  I  was  obliged 
to  purchafe  a  rag  of  one,  and  a  tatter  from  another ;  at 
the  expence  of  ten  times  the  fum  they  would  fetch  at 
the  paper  mill. 

7 heo.  Well,  where  are  they  ? 

Mer.  Here  in  this  bundle — — and  tho’  I  fay  it,  a 
very  decent  habiliment,  .  if  you  have  art  enough  to 
flick  the  parts  together  :  I’ve  been  watching  tili  the 
coaft  was  clear,  to  bring  them  to  you. 

Theo .  Let  me  fee - I’ll  flip  into  this  eiofet  and 

equip  myfelf - all  here  is  in  fuch  confufion  there  will 

no  notice  be  taken. 

Mer.  Do  fo,  I’ll  take  care  nobody  ihall  interrupt 
you  in  the  progrefs  of  your  metamorphofis  ( foe  goes  in ) 
and  if  you  are  not  tedious,  we  may  walk  off  without 
being  leen  by  any  one. 

Theo .  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  what  a  concourfe  of  atoms  are 
here  ;  tho’  as  I  live,  they  are  a  great  deal  better  than 
I  expe&ed. 

Aierfo Well,  pray  make  hafte,  and  don’t  fmagine 
yourfelf  at  your  toilette  now,  where  mode  prefcnbes 
two  hours,  for  what  reafon  would  fear ce  allow  three 
minutes. 

Theo.  Have  patience,  the  outward  garment  is  cn 
already,  and  Fli  affure  you  a  very  good  fluff,  only  a 
little  the  worfe  for  the  mending, 

A'ler.  Imagine  it  embroidery,  and  confider  it  is 
vour  wedding  fuit. - come,  how  far  are  you  got  ? 

77 ?eo.  Stay,  you  don’t  confider  there’s  fome  contriv¬ 
ance  nec^ffary - Here  goes  the  aprsn  flounced  and 

furbelow’d. 
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furbelow’d,  with  a  witnefs  ;  alas  !  alas  !  it  has  no 
firings  ;  what  fhall  I  do  ?  come,  no  matter,  a  couple 

of  pins  will  ferve - And  now  the  cap— * — oh  mercy  f 

here’s  a  hole  in  the  crown  of  it  large  enough  to  thrufl 
my  head  through. 

Mer .  That  you’ll  hide  with  your  flraw  hat,  or  if 
you  fhould  not — What,  not  ready  yet  ? 

Theo.  Only  one  minute  more - Yes,  now  the 

work’s  accomplifh’d. 

;  f  .  ^  -  -• «  *  %  ** 

A  I  R. 

TVho'll  buy  good  luck ,  who'll  Luyy  who'll  Ivy  ? 

The  gypfey' s  favours - here  am  1 ! 

Through  the  village ,  through  the  town, 

TVhat  charming  Jav'ry  fcraps  we'll  earn 
Clean  fraw  Jhall  be  our  beds  of  down , 

And  our  withdrawing  room  a  barn . 

Young  and  old ,  and  grave,  and  gay. 

The  mifer ,  and  the  prodigal ; 

City  courtier ,  bumkiny  come  away, 

1  warrant  we'll  content  you  all . 

*  >  •  ^  ? 
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SCENE  VII. 


Mervin,  Theodosia,  Fairfield,  Giles. 

Mer .  Plague,  here’s  fomebody  coming. 

Fairf.  As  to  the  paft,  farmer,  ’tis  paft;  I  bear  no 
malice  for  any  thing  thou  haft  faid  ;  perchance  thou 
might’ft  think  thou  wert  in  the  right. 

Giles.  Why,  mafter  Fairfield,  you  do  know  I  had  a 
great  regard  for  Mil's  Patty;  but  when  1  come  to  con- 
lider  all  in  all,  !  finds  as  how,  it  is  not  advifeable  to 
change  my  condition  yet  a  while. 

Fairf.  Friend  Giles,  thou  art  in  the  right;  marriage 
is  a  ferious  point,  and  can’t  be  confidered  too  warily — 
ha,  who  have  we  here  !  {hall  I  never  keep  my  houfe  clear 

of  thefe  vermin  ? - look  to  the  goods  there,  and  give 

me  a  horfewhip - by  the  lord  Harry,  i’ll  make  an 

example  —  come  here  lady  Light  -  fingers,  let  me 
fee  what  thou  haft  ftolen ;  for  i  am  fure  thou  never 
com’ft  in  here  with  a  defign  of  going  out  empty 
handed. 

Mer.  Hold  miller,  hold  ! 

Fairf  O  gracious  goodnefs,  fure  I  know  this  face — 
Mifs — young  madam  Sycamore. — Mercy  heart,  here’s 
'a  difguife  ! 

Fheo.  Di  {cover’d  1 

Mer.  Miller,  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

Tbeo.  What  ill  fortune  is  this  ! 

Giles.  IlLfortune - Mefs  !  i  think  there  be  nothing 

but  erodes,  and  misfortunes  of  one  kind  or  other. 

Fairf.  Money  to  me  fir  !  not  for  the  world ;  you 

want  no  friends  but  what  you  have  already - Lack  a 

day,  lack  a  day — fee  how  luckily  i  came  in  :  by  what 
I  heard  above  at  the  caftle,  I  believe  you  are  the  gen¬ 
tleman  I  was  defined  to  look  for;  and  I’m  charged  to 
give  you  this,  on  the  part  of  my  lord  Aunworlh  ;  look 
fir,  if  the  direction  is  not  for  you  ? 


Mer .  u  To  Mr.  Mervin,” 


it  is. 
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Fciirf.  And  my  young  lady ;  they  are  feeking  for  * 

I  warrant,  high  and  low. - Biel's  you  dear  mifs,  go 

Up  to  his  lordlhip’s,  you’ll  find  friends  there  enow,  and 

every  thing  fixed  as  you  would  have  it - There  is  a 

chaife  waiting  at  the  door  to  carry  you - 1  and  my 

daughter  will  take  another  way. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Mervin,  Theodosia,  Giles. 

Mer.  Pry’thee  read  this  letter,  and  tell  me  what  you 
think  of  it  ? 

Theo.  Heavens,  ’tis  a  letter  from  my  lord  Aimworth; 
we  are  betray’d. 

Mer.  By  what  means  I  know  not. 

Theo.  I  am  fo  frighted  and  flurried^  that  I  have  fcarcc 
ftrength  enough  to  read  it. 

“SIR, 

“  It  is  with  the  greateft  concern,  I  find,  that  I  have 
been  unhappily  the  occafion  of  giving  fome  uneafi- 
cc  nefs  to  you  and  Mifs  Sycamore ;  be  afliir’d,  had  I 
**  been  appriz’d  of  your  prior  pretenfions,  and  the 
young  lady’s  difpofition  in  your  favour,  I  fhould  have 
6C  been  the  lafi:  pcrfon  to  interrupt  your  felicity.  I  beg 
fir,  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to  come  up- to  my 
houfe,  where  I  have  already  fo  far  fettled  matters, 
as  to  be  able  to  allure  you,  that  every  thing  will  go 
tc  entirely  to  your  fatisfadion.” 

Mer.  Well  ! 

Thee.  Weil! 

Mer.  What  do  you  think  of  it  ? 

Theo.  Nay,  what  do  you  think  of  it  ? 

Mer.  Egad,  i  can’t  very  well  tell - however,  »n 

the  whole,  I  believe  it  would  be  wrong  of  us  to  proceed 
any  further  in  our  defign  of  running  away,  even  if  the 
thing  was  practicable.  , 

Theo* 
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Theo.  I  am  entirely  of  your  opinion ;  I  fwear  this 
lord  Aimworth  is  a  charming  man.  1  fancy,  ’tis  lucky 
for  you  I  had  not  been  long  enough  acquainted  with 
him,  to  find  out  all  his  good  qualities. — - — But  how 
the  duce  came  he  to  hear  ? - 

Mer.  No  matter ;  after  this  there  can  be  nothing  to 

apprehend - what  fay  you,  fhall  we  go  up  to  the 

caftle  ? 

Theo  By  all  means  ;  and  in  this  very  trim  ;  to  fhew 
what  we  were  capable  of  doing,  if  my  father  and  mo¬ 
ther  had  not  come  to  reafon— but,  perhaps,  the  diffi¬ 
culties  being  remov’d,  may  leffen  your  penchant :  You 
men,  are  fuch  unaccountable  mortals. — Do  you  love 
me  well  enough  to  marry  me,  without  making  a  frolick 
of  it  ? 

Mer.  Do  1  love  you  ! 

Theo.  Ay,  and  to  what  degree  ? 

Mer.  Why  do  you  afk  me  ? 


AIR. 


Who  upon  the  oozy  beechy 

Can  count  the  numerous  fands  that  lie  j 
Or  diflinflly  recko?i  each , 

Transparent  orb  that  /luds  the  fky  ? 

As  their  'multitude  betray , 

And  frujlrate  all  attempts  to  tell  j 
So  ’ tis  irnpojjible  to  fay , 

How  much  I  love ,  I  love  Jo  tutlL 


a'J 
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SCENE  IX. 

Giles. 

So,  there  goes  a  couple  !  ecod,  I  believe  Old  Nick 
has  got  among  the  people  in  thefe  parts.  This  is  as 

queer  a  thing  as  ever  i  heard  of. - Mailer  Fairfield, 

and  Mifs  Patty,  it  feems,  are  gone  to  the  caftle  too;, 
where,  by  what  I  larns  from  Ralph  in  the  mill,  my  lord 
has  promifed  to  get  her  a  hufband  among  the  fervants.: 
now  fet  in  cafe  the  wind  lets  in  that  corner,  I  have  been 
thinking  with  myfelf  who  the  plague  it  can  be ;  there 
are  no  unmarried  men  in  the  family,  that  I  do  know 
of,  excepting  little  Bob,  the  poflilion,  and  mailer  Jo¬ 
nathan,  the  butler ;  and  he’s  a  matter  of  fixtv  or 
feventy  years  old.  I’H  be  Ihot  if  it  bean’t  little  feob. 

- Icod,  I’ll  take  the  way  to  the  caftle,  as  well 

as  the  reft ;  for  I’d  fain  fee  how  the  nail  do  drive.  It 
is  well  I  had  wit  enough  to  difeern  things,  and  a  friend 
to  advife  with,  or  elfe  (he  wbiild  have  fallen  to  my  lot 

— - but  I  have  got  a  furfeit  of  going  a  courting,  and 

burn  me,  if  I  won’t  live  a  batchelor;  for,  when  all 
comes  to  all,  I  fee  nothing  but  ill  blood  and  quarrels, 
among  folk,  when  they  be  married. 

.  A  I  k. 

Then  hey  for  a  froUckfome  life! 

PH  ramble  where  pie afures  are  rife ; 

Strike  up  with  the  free  hearted  laffes. 

And  never  think  more  of  a  wife  ; 

Plague  on  it,  men  are  hut  af  'es , 

To  run  after  noife  and frife. 

Had  we  been  together  buckl'd \ 

' Twould  have  provd  a  fne  a  fair  ; 

Dogs  would  have  bark'd  at  the  cuckold » 

„  _  , ;  And  boys  pointing  cry' d - —Look  there . 
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SCENE  X. 


Changes  to  a  grand  apartment  in  Lord  AimworthV 
houfey^  opening  to  a  view  of  the  garden. 

Enter  Lord  Aimwcrth,  Fairfield,  Patty, 

Ralph* 

L.  Aim .  Thus,  mailer  Fairfield,  I  hope  I  have  full)? 
fatisfied  you,  with  regard  to  the  falfity  of  the  impu¬ 
tation  thrown  upon  your  daughter  and  me ;  if  there! 
yet  remains  a  doubt,  you  are  at  liberty  to  fpeak  it. 

Fairf.  My  lord,  I  am  very  well  content;  pray  do 
not  give  yourfelf  the  trouble  of  faying  any  more. 

Ralph.  No  my  lord,  you  need  not  fay  any  more  to 
us,  we  are  very  well  content. 

Fairf.  Hold  your  tongue,  lirrali. 

L.  Aim.  I  am  forry  Patty,  you  have  had  this  morti¬ 
fication. 

Pat.  I  am  forry,  my  lord,  you  have  been  troubled 
about  it ;  but  really  it  was  againll  my  confent,  my  fa¬ 
ther  would - - - 

Fairf.  Well,  come  children,  we  will  not  take  up  his 
honour’s  time  any  longer;  let  us  be  going  towards 

home. - Heav’n  profper  your  lordlhip  ;  the  pray’rs  of 

me,  and  my  family  lhall  always  attend  you. 

L.  Aim .  M  ”  *  ” 

Fairf.  Has 
mand  us  ? 

L .  Aim.  Why  yes,  mailer  Fairfield,  I  have  a  word 

or  two  Hill  to  fay  to  you. - In  Ihort,  though  you  are 

fatisfied  in  this  affair,  I  am  not ;  and  you  feem  to  forget 
the  promife  I  made  you,  that,  fince  I  had  been  the 
means  of  lofing  your  daughter  one  hufband,  I  would 
find  her  another. 

Fairf  Y our  honour  is  to  do  as  you  pleafe. 

L.  Aim.  What  fay  you  Patty,  will  you  accept  of  a 
hulbaijd  of  my  chufing  ? 


Her,  come  back. - -Patty,  Hay - 

your  lordlhip  any  thing  further  to  com- 


Patty. 
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Pat.  My  lord,  I  have  no  determination  ;  you  are  the 
heft  judge  how  I  ought  to  a 61 ;  whatever  you  command, 
I  fliall  obey. 

L.  Aim .  Then  Patty,  there  is  but  one  perfon  I  can 

offer  you - and  I  wiih,  for  your  fake,  he  was  more 

deierving - take  me - 

Pat .  Sir  ! 

L.  Aim.  From  this  moment  our  intereffs  are  one  as 
our  hearts  ;  and  no  earthly  power  fliall  ever  divide  us. 

Fairf.  O  the  gracious  !  Patty  !  my  lord.!  did  1  hear 
right  ?  you,  fir,  you,  marry  a  child  of  mine  ! 

L-,Aim.  Yes,  my  honeft  old  man,  in  me  you  behold 
the  hufband  deiign’d  for  your  daughter;  and  1  am  happy,- 
that  by  {landing  in  the  place  of  fortune,  who  has  alone 
been  wanting  to  her,  I  fliall  be  able  to  fet  her  merit  in 
a  light,  where  its  luftre  will  be  render’d  conspicuous. 

Fairf.  But  good  noble  fir,  pray  confider ;  don’t  go 
to  put  upon  a  filly  old  man ;  my  daughter  is  unworthy 
— -Patty  child,  why  don’t  you  fpeak  ? 

Pat.  What  can  I  fay,  father?  what  anfwer?  to  fuch 
unlook’d  for,  fuch  unmerited,  fuch  unbounded  eene- 
roflty  ! 

Ralph.  Down  on  your  knees,  and  fall  a  crying. 

Pat.  Yet  fir,  as  my  father  fays,  confider - your. 

noble  friends,  your  relations - it  muft  not,  cannot 

be - 

L.  Aim.  It  muff,  and  fliall.  Friends  !  relations  !  from 
henceforth  I  have  none  that  will  not  acknowledge  you ; 
and  I  am  fure,  when  they  become  acquainted  with 
your  perfections,  thofe,  whofe  fuftrage  1  moft  efteem, 
will  rather  admire  the  juftice  of  my  choice,  than  won¬ 
der  at  its  angularity, 

,  i 


A  I  R, 
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A  I  R. 


L.  Aim. 

My  life ,  my  joy,  my  blejjing , 

In  thee  each  grace  puffing. 
All  mujl  my  choice  approve 

Patty. 

To  you  my  all  is  owing. 

• 

0  take  a  heart  d erf  owing. 
With  gratitude  and  love . 

L.  Aim. 

Thus  infolding , 

Patty. 

Thus  beholding , 

Both. 

One  to  mv  foul  fo  dear ; 

* 

Can  there  he  pleafure  greater , 

Can  there  he  blifs  compleater , 
*Tts  too  much  to  hear. 


SCENE  XI. 

•'  .  »  # 

Enter  Sir  Harry,  Lady  Sycamore,  Theodosia, 

M  e  r  v  1  nt. 

Sir  Har.  Well,  we  have  followed  your  lordfhip’s 

counfel,  and  made  the  beft  of  a  bad  market - So  my 

lord,  pleafe  to  know  our  fon-in-law,  that  is  to  be. 

L .  Aim .  You  do  me  a  great  deal  of  honour,  I  wifh 

you  joy  Sir  with  all  my  heart - And  now  Sir  Harry, 

give  me  leave  to  introduce  to  you  a  new  relation  of  mine 

- This  Sir,  is  fhortly  to  be  my  wife. 

Sir  Har.  My  lord  ! 

L .  Syc.  Your  lordlhip’s  wife  ! 

L.  Aim.  Yes,  Madam. 

L.  Syc.  And  why  fo  my  lord  ? 

L.  Aim.  Why  faith  Ma’am,  becaufe  I  can’t  live 
happy  without  her  —And  I  think  fhe  has  too  many 
amiable,  too  many  eftimable  qualities  to  meet  with  a 
worfe  fate. 

Sir  Har.  Well,  but  you  are  a  peer  of  the  realm, 
you  will  have  all  the  fleerers - - 


I 


L.  Aim . 
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L.  Aim.  I  know  very  well  the  ridicule  that  may  be 
thrown  on  a  lord’s  marrying  a  miller’s  daughter ;  and 
I  own  with  blufhes,  it  has  for  fom e  time  had  too  great 
weight  with  me  ;  but  we  fhould  marry  to  pleafe  our- 
felves,  not  other  people:  and  on  mature  confideration, 
I  can  lee  no  reproach  juftly  merited,  by  raifing  a  deferv- 
ing  woman  to  a  ftation  Hie  is  capable  of  adorning,  let 
her  birth  be  what  it  will. 

Sir  Heir .  Why  ’tis  very  true  my  lord  :  I  once  knew 
a  gentleman  that  married  his  cook  maid  ;  he  was  a 

relation  of  my  own - you  remember  fat  Margery, 

my  lady  !  She  was  a  very  good  fort  of  a  woman,  in¬ 
deed  fhe  was,  and  made  the  belt  fuet  dumplings  that 
ever  I  tafted. 

La.  Syc.  Will  you  never  learn.  Sir  Harry,  to  guard 

your  exprellions - Well,  but  give  me  leave  my  lord 

to  fay  a  word  to  you— -there  arc  other  ill  confequences 
attending  fuch  an  alliance. 

L.  Aim.  One  of  them  I  fuppofe  is,  that  I,  a  peer, 
fhould  be  obliged  to  call  this  good  old  miller,  father- 
in-law  ;  but  where’s  the  fhame  in  that  ?  he  is  as  good 
as  any  lord,  in  being  a  man  ;  and  if  we  dare  fuppofe 
a  lord  that  is  not  an  honeft  man,  he  is,  in  my  opinion, 
the  more  refpedfable  character.  Come  mailer  Fairfield,, 
give  me  your  hand,  from  henceforth  you  have  done 
with  working;  we  will  pull  down  your  mill,  and  build 
you  a  houfe  in  the  place  of  it ;  and  the  money  I  in¬ 
tended  for  the  portion  of  your  daughter,  fhall  now  be 
laid  out  in  purchafing  a  commilTion  for  your  fon. 

Ralph.  What,  my  lord,  will  you  make  rile  a  cap-* 
tain  ? 

L.  Aim.  Ay,  a  colonel,  if  you  deferve  it. 

Ralph.  Then  I’ll  keep  Fan. 


SCENE 


-  A  COMIC  OPERA.V  '  73 

SCENE  XII. 

r  I 

A, 

•  .  ■*  “  (  ▼ 

Lord  Aimworth,  Sir  Harry,  Lady  Syc  amore, 

Patty,  Theodosia,  Mervin,  Fairfield, 

Ralph,  Giles. 

Giles.  Odds  bobs,  where  am  I  running — I  beg  par¬ 
don  for  my  audacity. 

Ralph.  Hip  farmer,  come  back  man,  come  back — 
Sure  my  lord’s  going  to  marry  filter  himfelf ;  fey- 
ther’s  to  have  a  fine  houfe,  and  Pm  to  be  a  captain. 

A.  Aim.  Ho,  mafter  Giles,  pray  walk  in  $  here  is  a 
lady  who.,  I  dare  fwear,  will  be  glad  to  fee  you,  and 
give  orders  that  you  fhall  always  be  made  welcome. 

Ralph.  Yes,  farmer,  you’ll  always  be  welcome  in 
the  kitchen. 

L.  Aim .  What  have  you  nothing  to  fay  to  your 

old  acquaintance - Come,  pray  let  the  farmer  falute 

you - nay  a  kifs,  I  infift  upon  it. 

Omnes .  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

L.  Aim.  Fye,  mafter  Giles,  don’t  look  fo  flieepifh  ; 
you  and  I  were  rivals,  but  not  lefs  friends  at  prefent 
You  have  adted  in  this  affair  like  an  honefl  Englifh- 
man,  who  fcorn’d  even  the  fhadow  of  difhonour,  and 
thou  fhalt  fit  rent  free  for  a  twelvemonth. 

Sir  Har.  Come,  fhari’t  we  all  falute— With  your 
leave  my  lord,  I’ll - 

La.  Syc.  Sir  Harry  !  • 


L  AIR 


i 
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L.  Aim. 


Theo. 


Sir  Har. 


A  I  R. 

Yield  who  will,  to  forms  a  martyr , 
While  unaw’d  ly  idle  foams  ; 

Pride  for  happinefs ,  1  barter , 

Heedlefs  of  the  millions  blame . 

Thus  with  love,  my  arms  I  quarter : 
Women  graced  in  nature* s  frame  ; 

Ev’ry  privilege  by  charter , 

Have  a  right  from  man  to  claim. 

Eas*d  of  doubts  and  fears  prefaging , 
What  ncvj  joys  within  me  rife? 

While  Mama ,  her  frowns  af waging. 
Dares  no  longer  tyrannize . 

So  long  forms  and  tempefs  raging , 
When  the  bluf*ring  fury  dies  ; 

Ah  how  lovely,  how  engaging , 

Prof  pedis  fair ,  and  cloudlefs  foies* 

Dad  but  this  is  wond’rous  pretty , 
Singing  each  a  roun-de-lay  ; 

And  I’ll  mingle  in  the  ditty , 

Tbo*  I  fcarce  know  what  to  fay l 

There’s  a  daughter  brifo  and  witty , 
Here’s  a  wife  can  wifely  fway  ; 
Truf  me  tnaflers ,  ’twere  a  pity , 

Not  to  let  them  have  their  way. 
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Patty. 


A 


My  example  is  a  rare  one , 

But  the  caufe  may  he  defin'd ; 

Women  want  not  merit - dare  one 

Hope ,  difeerning  men  to  find  ; 

O  may  each  accomplijhd  fair  one. 
Bright  in  perfon ,  fage  in  mind  ; 
Viewing  my  good  fortune ,  Jhare  one. 
Full  as  fplendid  and  as  kind . 


Gifes.  Laugh* d  at,  fiighted,  circumvented. 

And  expos’d  for  folks  to  fee*t  ; 
vTis  as  thof  a  man  repented. 

For  his  follies  in  a  Jheet. 

But  my  wrongs  go  unrefented. 

Since  the  fates  have  thought  them  meet ; 

*■  *•  ,»  ■**  T  * 

This  good  company  contented. 

All  my  wijhes  are  compleat. 


r  r 


1  i  ’  '  .... 

End  of  the  Opera/ 
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Royal  in  Covent-Garden. 

Where  may  be  had 

THE  TENTH  EDITION 

.a  :i  i  4.  O  :  ii  T  ‘  >  c  -1 

'  (Price  is;  6  d.  )  of 

LOVE  IN  A  VILLAGE. 


•  9mi: 


A 


COMIC  OPERA. 


■  ..  f 


